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ANY of the most distinguished writers of song and story have taken their theme from Maine. Her grand natural beauties have
inspired such immortal verse as that of Longfellow and Whittier. Thoreau, that distinguished traveler and writer, draws
some of his most famous word-pictures from scenes amid Maine’s forests, and cool retreats of mountains, sea and lake.
Artists have transferred upon canvas her sylvan scenes and wild, picturesque beauty, to decorate salon and palace; while the
traveler of one summer carries away such grand impressions that enthusiastically he expatiates upon Maine’s attractions until
his hearers are inspired with a desire to go and do likewise. Thus year after year an ever-increasing throng have turned
their faces toward “The Pine Tree State,” until every part of our grand country is here represented in the season, and the
reappearance of familiar faces each succeeding year fully attests the pleasure and profit, in renewed health and vigor, which induces the visitor
of one season to repeat his trip, until finally Maine has become his recognized summer home.
Scattered throughout the entire State are palatial summer cottages owned by residents of far-away cities. Yet, that Maine receives so
many representatives from the elite and wealth of our country, it must not be inferred that only this class may enjoy her beauties and benefits;
none are debarred; her summer homes invite all—the artisan as well as the capitalist, the wage worker with the professional man.

FOR HEALTH.
In addition to its varied physical features, Maine presents an enviable reputation for health. The State is made up of tasteful cities and
beautiful towns and villages, where the home life controls. There is no squalor and no slums. Its great diversity of topographical features, far
northern situation, sea-bathed and forest-cleansed air, abundant and pure water, and absence of periodical rains, are some of the attributes of
health possessed by Maine. It offers choice of residence by the sea-shore, in the interior, among the hills and farms and pleasant villages, or in
the forest and lake region.
The altitude of the interior of the State gives a climate noted for its comparative dryness of atmosphere and abounding sunshine, conditions
exceedingly favorable to the rapid improvement of puny children, and most favorable to lung diseases. The climate of Maine’s extensive
coniferous forest region is unexcelled for tonic properties. Maine possesses pure air, no smoke and dust-laden air of cities, pure water, innumerable
lakes and streams, springs and wells sufficiently removed from buildings. There is entire freedom from malaria— no case of which scourge ever
originated in Maine. Sanitary organization and health laws the best. Her cattle commissioners and State veterinaries are endowed with large
powers to suppress infected cattle. No other State has taken such pains to protect its herds. Since the establishment of the Maine State

Board of Health, not another State has made such rapid advancement in its sanitary organization and its health laws. It is compulsory upon
every city, town, and plantation to maintain an independent local board of health. These have ample powers in the treatment and control of
infectious diseases. It is the policy of Maine, through its state and local boards of health, to guard well the health and lives of both its
permanent and transient residents. Maine’s sports dispel “that tired feeling.” Her summer nights are cool, inducing health-giving sleep. Her
menu—the products of the soil and the sea—served fresh from its native bed, uncontaminated.

ITS

FORESTS,

LAKES AMD

STREAMS.

Beyond the land of peaceful farms and villages rises an unbroken forest, vast and deep, in which states might be concealed—larger by seven
times than the famous “Black Forest” of Germany, and covering nearly one-half (9,000,000 acres) of the area of the State. Hidden within these
shaded wilds are over 1,500 lakes, covering one-fifth of the area of the State with pure, pellucid waters, abounding in game, fish of various
kinds, and surrounded on all sides by noble scenery of forests and mountains. The lake systems of Maine are remarkable for their extent,
character, and picturesqueness. Connected as they are with the river systems, they form a chain of reservoirs affording storage for the vast
quantities needed by the rivers and streams. There are but three or four places on the globe upon which an equal number of lakes and ponds
are to be found. No State map ever published gives anywhere near a correct representation of the extraordinary number of these lakes. The
total of those represented upon the best maps is not less than 1,620; and this does not include the multitude of small lakes and ponds scattered
about the State in such profusion that almost every neighborhood and school district boasts one, and not including the large number in the
unexplored wild lands, not laid down on any published map. At the lowest possible estimate they represent a combined water surface of 2,300
square miles, so that the State has more lake surface than a million square miles of the United States situated in the central and western central
districts; or, in other words, Maine has one lake to each twenty square square miles of territory. This large water surface, together with the
vast ocean front which the State presents, renders the climate devoid, even in the summer months, of the dry, burning heat so often experienced
in other sections of the country, and in the densely populated cities. From these sources flow Maine’s rivers and streams, 5,151 of which have
a place upon the State map. Three of the rivers are famous—the Penobscot and Kennebec for their ice and lumber; the Androscoggin for its
beauty and its magnificent water power.
Maine is not a mountainous state. Its surface is broken by hills, and in some parts is quite uneven, yet from the ridge or watershed which
forms the western boundary between the State and Canada, it slopes gently to the coast. It presents, notwithstanding, two singular features,
almost phenomenal. They are the peaks of Mt. Desert, rising literally from the sea, and Mt. Kineo, raising its head perpendicularly from the
surrounding waters of Moosehead Lake. The highest mountain is Katahdin, 5,248 feet high, an isolated peak in the unbroken northern forest
between two branches of the Penobscot River.
Back from the seacoast, and before the forests are reached, is a land of peaceful farms and villages, patronized by a contingent of the
summer throng to Maine. Here the summer boarder is out in force, and certainly the health-giving, life-prolonging vacation on hill and dale is
no mean product of the Maine farm. Sky and landscape have a commercial value, and a large part of the tourist travel to Maine is countryward.
Many a wayside village and farm is waking to its charms and putting on the garb of expectancy, recognizing the fact that being attractive is to
attract. The cash left behind by the summer boarder, to a great extent, goes to beautify the home and its surroundings, and to open the door
to luxury and comfort.
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LOOKING DOWN CONGRESS STREET.
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LOOKING DOWN CONGRESS STREET.
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MONUMENT SQUARE, PORTLAND.
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VIEW FROM FORT ALLEN PARK, EASTERN PROMENADE, PORTLAND.
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WESTERN PROMENADE, PORTLAND.
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LONGFELLOW RESIDENCE, CONGRESS STREET, PORTLAND.
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BIRTHPLACE OF HENRY W. LONGFELLOW, CORNER FORE AND HANCOCK STREETS, PORTLAND.

JEFFERSON THEATRE, PORTLAND.

ARMORY, PORTLAND, ME.
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MAINE GENERAL HOSPITAL.

ST. LAWRENCE CHURCH, PORTLAND, ME.

RIVERTON PARK.

RIVERTON PARK.

PORTLAND.
HE first permanent settlers to establish themselves in Portland were Cleeve and Tucker, who came here from Spurwink in 1633, and built
their rude huts on the shore fronting the bay, near the present site of the Portland Company’s works. Cleeve, in 1637, went to England
and obtained a title to the land from Sir Ferdinand Gorges, the lord proprietor, in the shape of a lease for 2,000 years of the peninsula
comprising Portland and what is now a part of Deering, Falmouth, and some of the islands. Cleeve again visited England in 1643, and obtained
from Sir Alexander Rigby, who also claimed an ownership in this land, a deed of the same territory conveyed by Gorges in 1637; and these
lands are still held under these titles. Tucker afterwards removed to New Hampshire, but Cleeve remained and died here, leaving descendants,
some of whom occupy portions of this same land to-day.
The Indian wars which existed in Maine from 1670 to 1720 were the scourge of the settlement. Its exposed situation as a frontier town
made it the principal point of attack by the savage foes and their French allies. We can hardly believe to-day that this quiet and beautiful city
could once have been the scene of savage warfare, where, amid the smoke of their flaming homes, our fathers, who fought under the red cross of
St. George, met in hand-to-hand encounter those who served under the banner of the French King.
The character of the settlers of this town as they increased was of a superior order, which for the most part has been continued to the
present day; the people being largely of English descent, mixing comparatively little with any foreign element.
Portland, often called the “ Forest City,” is the metropolis of Maine, and is one of the cleanest, healthiest, and most beautiful cities on the
Atlantic Coast. In superficial area this is the smallest city of the State, though comprising nearly 45,000 inhabitants. Its territory consists of
a small peninsula which juts out into the waters of Casco Bay, including several islands within a few miles distant. The original or Indian name
of this territory was Machigonne, which is supposed to have meant a turn or elbow, representing the form of the peninsula. It was sometimes
called Casco Bay, afterwards Falmouth, and finally, in 1786, the peninsula was set off from the town of Falmouth, which comprised a greater
territory, and incorporated by the name of Portland, with a population of about 2,000; and in 1832 a city charter was granted, when its
population had reached 13,000. The present names of some of the islands most prominent are Peaks, Long, Cushing’s, Diamond, Little
Chebeague, Mackworth, Hope, and Jewell.
Portland is bounded by the harbor and Fore River on the south and west, and Back Cove on the north. On the southerly side it is divided
from the Cape Elizabeth shore by an arm of the bay which constitutes the inner harbor, an area of 627 acres, and an average depth at mean high
water of forty to fifty feet. Vessels of the largest size ever built can enter the lower harbor day or night with forty feet of water at low tide, and
lie safely at anchor at that depth.
Fort Preble, on the Cape Elizabeth shore, Fort Scammel, on House Island, and Fort Gorges, standing on a ledge of rock in the harbor, are
all in sight of the city proper, and were in their day considered sufficiently formidable and efficient, with their elaborate masonry and mountings,
to defend the city against the invasion of any foreign enemy. These old warriors have now become obsolete, out of date, have fallen behind in
the march of progress, and their places are being filled by the Government with a more effectual and up-to-date means of defense.
The elevation of the city at the western end, on Bramhall Hill, is 175 feet, and on Munjoy Hill, at the eastern end, 161 feet; while the
central part between these extremes has an elevation of only about fifty-seven feet above the water level.
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Congress Street is the principal thoroughfare of the city, and runs its entire length, from east to west. The City Hall is situated on this
street, facing down Exchange, one of the principal business streets in the city. City Hall is a large, imposing structure of brick, with the
Congress Street front of light Albert freestone, from Nova Scotia, and surmounted by a dome of admirable proportions, giving the whole building
a prominence noticed at once by strangers, who take this for a landmark in making their way about the city. The new Opera House, on Free,
corner of Oak Street, is designed to be one of the finest and best equipped in New England. The city Armory recently erected on Market
Street, built of brick and stone, in a kind of castellated style of architecture, is a large and substantial structure, affording ample room for the
purposes for which it was designed, with its spacious drill hall and various departments adapted for other military uses. The new grain
elevator, whose height towers above all other building in its vicinity, is another representative of the enterprise and push of Portland’s busy
men. The Brown Block, Public Library, Maine General Hospital, Maine Eye and Ear Infirmary, Union Railroad Station, Portland Fraternity
Building, the Young Men’s Christian Association Building, now in process of construction—but such are becoming too numerous to specify, and
we can only mention that Portland has a large share of handsome, well-constructed public buildings, including many of its churches, school
houses, dwellings, and Government offices. The Society of Natural History has a fine building on Elm Street, a few steps from Congress, which
is much visited by those interested in its excellent collection of natural curiosities.
One of the principal points of interest in Portland is the birthplace of the Poet Longfellow. The house is still standing on the corner of
Fore and Hancock Streets, not far from the Grand Trunk Railroad Station, though the young poet did not long remain here, his father having
erected the brick dwelling, first in Portland, now standing next above the Preble House, on Congress Street, to which he removed his family, and
where the poet passed his boyhood days. Portland is also the birthplace of N. P. Willis, the poet and traveler; his sister, Sarah Parton, who
wrote many popular essays and stories under the pseudonym of “Fanny Fern”; John Neal, the poet and novelist; Gen. Neal Dow, the
world-renowned temperance advocate, and many others who have gone out into the world from this quiet little city, to make it better for having
lived in it, and whom Portland is proud to claim as her offspring.
The “Forest City” was so named from its many large and beautiful shade trees, mostly elms, which adorned its streets before the great fire
of 1866; but most of them were then destroyed and have not since been replaced.
The water supply of Portland is from Lake Sebago, which is about sixteen miles from the city, and elevated 247 feet above the sea level.
The lake is fourteen miles in length, eleven broad, and in some places 400 feet deep, and is said to be the purest lake water in the world.
The Soldiers’ and Sailors’ Monument, erected in Market, since called Monument, Square, occupies a lot of 16,000 square feet, and consists
of a pedestal of Jonesboro granite, square in form, and twenty-five feet high. One panel has a bas-relief of three figures, cavalry, infantry, and
artillery, symbolizing the army; the opposite panel a bas-relief with officer, marine, and seaman, to represent the navy. Both these reliefs are of
bronze with background of flags, arms, and military emblems. The other panels bear inscriptions to the memory of those for whom it is erected.
An heroic bronze figure, fifteen feet high, the largest but one in the country, symbolizing the American Republic, is the crowning piece of the
monument, which carries its height to forty-five feet above the street.
The Longfellow Monument, erected to the memory of the poet, on Congress Square, has a granite pedestal ten feet high, surmounted by a
bronze statue of the poet, represented as seated, making a monument about twenty feet high. This figure, designed by Simmons, was modelled
in Rome, and cast in bronze at Berlin, and is one of the most appreciated adornments of the “city by the sea.”
The old, red-shingled Observatory, standing upon Congress Street on Munjoy Hill, is nearly one hundred feet high, and was built in 1807
for the purpose of signalizing ships approaching the harbor. Many an eye has been gladdened by the flag thrown out from its summit, indicating
the approach of some long-absent ship, and many a storm-tossed vessel has been saved from wreck by timely intelligence from this old watch-
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THIS PICTURE REPRESENTS THE FAMOUS OUTDOOR CLAM BAKE
WHICH CAN BE ENJOYED AT LONG ISLAND EVERY DAY IN THE WEEK DURING THE SUMMER.
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GRAND GORGE, DELANO PARK, CAPE ELIZABETH
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SURF SCENE, CAPE ELIZABETH.—Reached
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by the

Cape Elizabeth Electric Railroad.

FISHING FROM THE ROCKS IN CASCO BAY, LONG ISLAND.—Reached
23

by the

Casco Bay Steamboats.
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SURF SCENE AND BOULDER ON CUSHING’S ISLAND.
REACHED BY THE CASCO BAY STEAMBOAT CO.
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tower. This Observatory is the best place in the city to obtain a view of the whole surrounding country. The Atlantic Ocean with the islands
and shipping on the east, and the forest and mountain scenery on the west, crowned by the snow-capped head of Mount Washington, hold the
gazer by an enchantment which he cannot soon forget.
Probably there is no other city of this or any other country provided with better hotels than Portland is. The tourist or pleasure seeker can
live as expensive or as reasonable as he wishes, and no matter at what hotel he or she makes their home while here will find all the comforts of
home, and more than he can get at home for the same money. The Preble has always been recognized as the very best hotel in Portland, and
we must advise all to visit there. It is situated in the very heart of the city; all electric cars pass the door for all places of interest and pleasure.
There are other good hotels, such as the Congress Square, the West End, the Falmouth, the United States, the Swett’s. Swett’s Hotel is a very
home-like place to visit ; the prices are very moderate, the table is very nice, and everything around and every detail have the very careful
attention of the proprietor, Mr. Charles Swett. The Park, on Green Street, is another very good place to visit. The rooms are all new, and the
table is up to date. The proprietor will spare no pains to make all comfortable that make the Park their headquarters. Another new hotel that
has lately been opened to the public is the Portland Tavern, which is located on Federal Street, in the very centre of the city. Here you will
find everything from the table to the room up to modern excellence.
The Islands as a pleasure resort in summer probably supersede all else in point of attraction about Portland. People coming from the West
and South and distant interior towns are attracted by the ocean scenery. The sail down the harbor among the various islands, with the
accommodations afforded by the Casco Bay Steamboat Company, is certainly a delightful trip. On a sultry day these little steamers, gaily
decked with banners, a band of music on board, and manned by those who make especial effort to please all who care to go their way, take
thousands of excursionists across the bay. Some of the islands are reserved for the use of their owners only, others are free for visitors to roam
about at will, and for a small fee furnish theatres, bowling alleys, skating rinks, merry-go-rounds, and zoological gardens, for their amusement.
Italian skies or Bay of Naples cannot exceed the charming scenery on Casco Bay. One cannot realize all the attractions of these enchanting
isles at a glance, or in one season, but they grow upon him, and he comes again, and still returns year after year to see once more the ocean’s
gleaming wave, its rocky shore, its changing skies; to hearken to its distant roar and list its nearer lullabys.
There are many more islands in Casco bay, viz., Little Chebeague, Bustin’s, Littlejohn’s, Harpswell, Jewell’s, Bailey’s, Orr’s Island, and many
others that are reached by the several pleasure steamers during the summer season.
Riverton, on the Presumpscot River, about four miles out from Portland, was opened as a summer resort in the year 1896. The Portland
Railroad Company has spared no pains or money to make this one of the most attractive spots in the near suburbs of the metropolis. Here is a
rustic theatre, beautifully arranged on the river bank, among the high, over-arching elms, with seats arranged on the sloping hillside, with a
capacity for seating several thousand people, looking directly on the stage. A large, handsome Casino has been constructed on the grounds,
containing an elaborate banquet hall on the first floor, and a dance or lecture hall in the second story, and in the basement, opening directly on
to a piazza overlooking the river, are other large, well-finished rooms, ready for whatever circumstances require. A large, well-arranged building
has been erected for the use of bicyclists, and still another large, handsome structure has been placed on the river bank for boats and all their
appliances to be used on the river. A grand band-stand or orator’s pavilion has been placed in the open grounds for those who wish to utilize
anything of this kind ; then tents, swings, chairs, everything which can be brought here for the enjoyment of patrons of the road, have been
procured. Broad, open piazzas surround the main building on the different flats, and are filled with chairs, rockers, and settees for the use of
visitors. Squirrels, raccoons, foxes, deer, elk, and moose are here in their native forest haunts, but enclosed within secure fences, where they
can be seen and studied without trouble or inconvenience to any one.
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Numerous sail boats and river steamers are ready at a spacious and secure wharf to take visitors up or down the river for a few hours’ sail
amid the green, overhanging foliage of graceful elms which stand upon the banks of the winding river, reflecting their beauty in its mirror-like
surface. Excellent performers are employed for the theatre stage during the season, and some kind of entertainments are going on throughout
the grounds on almost every week day and evening whenever the weather permits. These grounds are beautifully laid out with lawns, terraces,
walks, and drives, which are kept well trimmed and cared for; and shrubbery, flowers, and shade trees adorn the place at every turn. The
grounds and buildings are entirely free for those who patronize the electric cars, which take them there for the usual street fare. Many thousand
people visited this Park last season and expressed the greatest delight in this as a pleasure resort.
Rigby Park, several miles out from Portland in still another direction, and reached by the Boston & Maine Railroad or the Cape Elizabeth
Electrics, is bountifully supplied with everything pertaining to a first-class trotting park, and great sport may be enjoyed here by those who love
to watch the racers’ flying feet.

CASCO BAY.
Explorers sailing along the Atlantic Coast in the early part of the seventeenth century were attracted to this bay by its safe harbor, the
natural beauty of its scenery, and by reason of the easy support of sojourners here, where wild game, fish, and fowl were so plentiful and
readily taken.
This small arm of the sea was called by the natives Aucocisco, and extends from Cape Elizabeth to Small Point, a distance in a straight
line of about twenty miles, and is bounded shoreward by the cities and towns of Cape Elizabeth, Portland, Deering, Falmouth, Cumberland,
Yarmouth, Freeport, Brunswick, Harpswell, Bath, and Phippsburg. This bay, like the Grecian Archipelago, is interspersed with numerous
islands, small and great, with all imaginable diversities of contour and outline ; some are huge and barren rocks entire ; others are covered with
a growth of the perpetual green and odorous spruce and fir, while still others present a surface of alternate grass and woodland. Most of these
islands, as well as much of the shore of the mainland, are bordered by a high, rocky cliff, rising almost perpendicular in many instances more
than a hundred feet above the surface of the water. Here mighty breakers come rolling in from a stormy sea and smite these ancient
battlements of the shore with a terrible force and a deafening noise like that of thunder, throwing their foaming spray, as if to terrify their
antagonists, high into the air above them, then fall back vanquished to await Neptune’s re-enforcements for a renewed and more powerful attack.
Here lovers of the sublime in nature, orator, painter, and poet, may stand face to face with a power like that of a Niagara or a Vesuvius,
and gather inspiration for their themes which shall vibrate the tenderest feelings of the heart for ages to come toward the Almighty Father who
holds the universe in his hand.
Go out upon the shore when the noise of retreating storm has ceased, and mist and threatening clouds have cleared away, and watch the
changing scene. Heaven’s ethereal blue is over all and reflected in the quiet water which lies sparkling in the sunlight beneath. No sound is
heard save only fairy ripples playing at hide and seek among the crannies of the rocks, or tripping tip-toe along the clean white sand of the beach.
The air is fresh and pure and the eye may reach far seaward to the Orient, whose morning’s golden beams proclaim the coming day. Flocks of
white-winged sea birds soar in zigzag flights above the rocky cliffs as if designed by artist hand to make the beauty of the scene complete.
No part of the Atlantic Coast has such a delightful succession of sea-shore and landscape interwoven with the charm of history and tradition.
That this locality is unsurpassed in this country or any other for a truly restful, health-inspiring, and pleasure resort there is no doubt. All
combined,—the air, the ocean, rocky shore, the odorous pine, passing ships, and the many isles, with the distant snow-capped mountains and
ever-changing skies, —what can make a more enchanting scene, and always new, than the exquisite beauties of Casco Bay?
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CARNIVAL BOAT.
THESE GRAND BOATS ARE IN USE IN THE BEAUTIFUL WATER CARNIVAL HELD AT PEAKS ISLAND EVERY SEASON,
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SURE SCENES, CAPE ELIZABETH.
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PORTLAND BY THE SEA.
Weary with the day’s labor, nearly exhausted from the heat indoors, a Portland resident finds relief from everything on gaining the street.
Its climate is perfect in summer. It is never so hot that a cooling breeze — and cooling breezes are the rule here and not the exception — will
not fan the heated brain into a calm and peaceful mood. Almost invariably the tourist exclaims, after a few days’ sojourn among us : “ Why,
you people need not go to the sea-shore to escape the heat ; this is the coolest spot I have found.” Its drinking water, brought from Sebago
Lake, sixteen miles distant, is the finest in the world, and the supply is abundant. Its hotels and restaurants are among the best, and rates are
low. If in search of a hotel with neat, clean rooms, good beds, excellent cuisine, and courteous treatment, you will find such a hostelry in Swett’s
Hotel, Temple Street. This house was opened in 1894, and is thoroughly up to date in every particular. The Forest City has a population of
45,000, “Greater Portland” one of 60,000. Its people are progressive, sober, and industrious, among them being scores of business and
professional men who have amassed a fortune. If by “ society ” is meant a “ 400 ” Portland is lacking in that distinction ; but she boasts of a
society indicative of true womanhood that is refreshing in these days of anglomaniacs. Her people are nothing if not patriotic, which trait is
doubtless inherited from the participators in the colonial struggles.
Its harbor, the pride of the State, affords a snug retreat for storm-driven craft, which may be found here by the hundred during a gale. Its
wharf room is sufficient to accommodate the largest ocean greyhound, and the Allan, Dominion, and other “ lines ” find it a convenient port in
winter, as the Grand Trunk line reaches every important outlet for their immense cargoes from foreign countries.

CUSHING’S ISLAND
Is considered by all to be the gem of the twenty or more particularly bright spots out of a hundred beautiful islands clamoring for attention. It
is located on the sea-board nearest the main-land. .Its rocky borders viewed from the sea give no hint of the beautiful verdure and rich fertility
that greet the eye on landing. It would be hard to conceive of a more quiet location for the invalid, or one more conducive to rest and recreation.
The odor of flowers and spruce trees pervades the atmosphere. The stately oak and the foliage of the wide-spreading branches of the great
willows lure one into silent admiration for the Master Hand that brought this emerald from the deep. Here one may wander through the avenues
and promenades for hours, so enwrapped in the beauty of his surroundings as to be utterly lost to the world ; yet he will find no lack of civilization
if in search of the companionship of others. In fact, this island can claim to be the retreat of Casco Bay for the wealthy of all countries. Here
the merchant of Portland, the tourist from distant states, with their families, have permanently located their summer homes, as is evinced by the
pretty, substantial cottages on every hand. The seeker after rest from business and household cares will find in the Ottawa House a Hotel without
a peer among summer resort hostelries. It stands alone on a high bluff 100 feet from the sea level, and is swept by breezes from old ocean that
cool and invigorate. From its piazzas, and nearly every one of its three hundred rooms, may be had charming views of land and ocean.

FAMOUS WHITE HEAD.
White Head projects into the sea from the easterly end of Cushing’s Island, a veritable precipice of 150 feet in height. It is composed of
granite rocks, split, scarred, seamed and jagged, yet presenting smooth, precipitous walls. To stand on this spot in a driving storm and watch
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the “ waves roll mountains high,” and dash against the rocks, is a spectacle so grand in its entirety as to be forever impressed upon the memory
of those fortunate enough to witness it. To the west of Cushing’s is House Island, on the outer edge of which are the ruins of Fort Scammel.
This point is reached by row-boat, and is well worth a visit. Fort Preble and Fort Gorges are also in plain view of Cushing’s.

PEAKS ISLAND.
If in quest of all the best features of a summer resort, fishing, bathing, society, theatre, and skating rink, together with all the comforts of
home, at a moderate cost, the tourist will go no further than this popular island. Shade trees in abundance, finely laid out and carefully looked
after thoroughfares, an all-the-year-round population that is known for its courtesy and hospitality, make this resort, within a few moments’ ride
from the city, an ideal resting place. Good water, plenty of wood for the picking, and its nearness to the city, fishing grounds and neighboring
islands, have made this spot the rendezvous of campers for years. It is a well-wooded island, almost every known tree indigenous to Maine soil
being represented here. Two and a half miles long by one and a quarter miles wide, there is ample room for carriage driving, and many families
annually bring their private turnouts here. If one is desirous of doing the island by carriage, he will find conveyances to his taste at a moment's
notice. Greenwood Garden, a garden in all that the word implies, a veritable Eden, one of the most beautiful spots in the whole bay, commands
a view of the harbor. Here, under awning, in open places, or beneath the grove of oak and maple, the picnicker can enjoy his lunch with an
inward satisfaction that for the time being he is lord of all he surveys. Several cages of wild animals, birds, snakes, the usual number of monkeys,
and an alligator, furnish an hour’s amusement that helps to pass away the day profitably. Peaks Island has a theatre, the “ Pavilion,” under the
management of Mr. B. J. McCallum, second to none in the country. The Peaks Island House, E. A. Sawyer, proprietor, and several smaller
houses take care of those who seek absolute rest, and innumerable cottages, well furnished, are at the disposal of those who desire to spend the
entire summer here with their families.

PEAKS ISLAND HOUSE.
Tourists seeking desirable places of resort during the summer season should visit Portland Harbor and enjoy all the beauties and benefits
which nature has so bountifully bestowed upon the inhabitants and sojourners of that beautiful island of Casco Bay. Among them none are more
charming and favored than Peaks Island, with its fine water front, high grounds, and wooded hills. Peaks Island possesses all the attractions
and advantages of the country and the city; there is a show of both to give it attraction and stir. There are special requisites to make sea-board
life enjoyable. These are pure air, pure water, wholesome living. The first question asked by the man who is anticipating making a sojourn on
mountain top or by the sea-shore, during the month he is permitted to lay aside his business and care to seek a place of rest and enjoyment, is,
“ Where can I find the best place to get the most comfort and enjoyment for the amount of money I propose to spend?” His question is
quickly and correctly answered, by directing him to our beautiful Peaks Island. The place where he can have rest in body and mind and be
made satisfied with all the facilities for rational enjoyment on land and water, where he will be made contented and happy, is the first-class,
home-like hotel, the Peaks Island House, under the excellent management of landlord E. A. Sawyer, whose many years’ experience in that
capacity has given him and his house widespread fame throughout the United States and the Dominion of Canada. The Peaks Island House
was thoroughly reconstructed and enlarged last season. Furnished with all the modern improvements, sewerage, water, and lighting. The
rooms are large and airy. The tables are furnished with the best the market and sea afford. The annual return of the large number of patrons
of past seasons is the best recommendation that can be given for the character of the house.
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DIAMOND ISLANDS, LITTLE AND GREAT.
These islands lie to the northwest of Peaks. Great Diamond is a secluded retreat for the wealthy people of Portland, and is not, in the
strict sense, a public resort; yet the steamers touch here at every trip, and one is at liberty to wander about to his heart’s content. Many
consider this island one of the most beautiful in the bay. Little Diamond is connected with Great Diamond by a sand-bar which is passable at
low tide. Diamond Cove, with its sandy beach, is a favorite spot with picnickers.

LONG ISLAND.
This is one of the largest islands in the bay. It has a population of 300, or thereabouts, in addition to its crowds of summer visitors. It
has a world-wide reputation for “clam bakes” and “shore dinners,” due largely to the efforts of Sawyer & Palmer, the new proprietors of the
Granite Spring Hotel. Boating, bathing, and fishing, together with its large groves, its distance from the city, make this island much sought
after by picnic parties and campers. In the season it is not uncommon for a dozen different excursion parties to visit this spot on the same
day. Each is usually attended by a band, and the woods echo and re-echo with music. This is also the headquarters for several regimental
associations who have built substantial buildings here. The sail to this island, for a short trip, cannot be excelled for beauty of scenery.
There are many advantages to be enjoyed at this island that many other islands in Casco Bay do not possess. There are grand facilities
for bathing, at many beautiful, sandy beaches, where bathing can be enjoyed at all times of day. There is splendid deep-sea fishing, where you
can catch many varieties of the very best fish that this part of the bay is so abundantly supplied with. There are plenty of clams to be had for
the digging, and no better to be had anywhere on the Atlantic Coast. There are many marine views that are grand to look upon, and the drives
are numerous. So, take it all in all, Long Island is a beautiful place to spend a day, week, month, or all summer. The hotels and boarding
houses are good. Among the best are the Granite Spring Hotel, Sawyer & Palmer, proprietors, and the Dirigo House, Mr. Perry, proprietor, as
well as many good restaurants. Go to Long Island and enjoy the good air, good water, the cool sea-breezes, beautiful sailing, as well as good
company. It does not cost much to enjoy all this at this place.

HARPSWELL.
It would be well for you, having made the trips already suggested, to go to Harpswell on one of the steamers of the Harpswell Line. You
pass all the way between picturesque islands, and catch charming views of the ocean. The shore abounds in fine landscapes, and every moment
of the trip of twenty-two miles is full of real interest. Harpswell is the resort greatly favored by Western people; there are two good hotels at
this place. A few days can well be passed at Harpswell and in making short excursions from that point through a very interesting country.
The long peninsula of Harpswell stretches out into the ocean. There are also numerous islands which are included in the town. What is called
Harpswell Neck is a narrow strip of land extending some twelve miles from Brunswick. At its southern end are Potts’ Harbor and Potts’ Point,
where most of the hotels and boarding-houses are situated. Eastward of Harpswell Neck are Bailey’s Island, and Orr’s Island, the scene of
Mrs. Stowe’s novel, “The Pearl of Orr’s Island.” Rev. Elijah Kellogg, in his stories for boys, has made Elm and other islands here the scene
of many incidents. Eastward is the large island called the Great or Sebascodegan Island, the largest in Casco Bay, and which is bounded on
the east by New Meadows River with numerous islands. These waters and these islands, with their many coves and bays, are destined to make
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this town a famed watering place. Visitors are beginning to find out the beauties of this locality, and lots are being taken up and cottages being
built. The line of steamers from Portland makes a number of trips daily to these beautiful islands. One hour and a half is occupied in the
passage, during which some of the most picturesque land and water views of Casco Bay delight the eye.

BAILEY’S ISLAND.
This island has the grandest rock scenery of any in Casco Bay, and is considered by visitors to be one of the most picturesque in the bay.
The visitor or pleasure seeker who takes the trouble to visit it will be amply repaid by the fine scenery on this island. The surf scene on the
rocks, at the back part of the island, is beyond description. The ships and steamers plying both ways are many, and on a fine day it is the
finest view on the Atlantic Coast. Every foot of the drives around the island is a surprise, and many romantic spots are located here. Visit
Thunder Cave, Pirate Cove, Little Harbor, Giant Stairs, and many other beautiful and interesting localities on this grand and scenic island.
Numerous beautiful and costly cottages are built here, where many rich people enjoy the summer. Bailey’s Island is reached by the Harpswell
Steamboat Company’s boats, which make four or more trips daily.

ORR'S ISLAND
Is the scene of Harriet Beecher Stowe’s fascinating story, “ The Pearl of Orr’s Island.” Ragged Island, midway between Bailey’s and Small
Point Harbor, is pointed out as the Elm Island where “ Lion Ben,” and other homely heroes portrayed by Elijah Kellogg, had their imaginary
being. Such books as the Elm Island stories are not written nowadays, more’s the pity; but, fortunately, the Elm Island Series is not out of
print, and copies of the books it comprises should be in the hands of every American boy, for in no way can he be given a better idea of what
his ancestors had to do and how they did it. The island may well be described by the term “picturesque.” No spot along the Maine coast is
better worthy of a visit than Orr’s Island. The weird coves, headlands, pretty beaches, moss-covered rocks, and wooded heights are seen from
here. There is not a view here but what is known in legend and history, and has been immortalized by Whittier, Mrs. Stowe, or Kellogg. The
house is shown where the “ Pearl of Orr’s Island ” was born, also the point where Whittier wrote “ The Dead Ship of Harpswell,” and we
reproduce Orr’s Island Bridge, of which Mrs. Stowe says of the locality: —
“ A ride across this island is a constant succession of pictures, whose wild and solitary beauty entirely distances all power of description.
The magnificence of the evergreen forests, their peculiar air of sombre stillness, the rich intermingling ever and anon of groves of birch, beech,
and oak, in picturesque knots and tufts, as if set for effect by some skillful landscape gardener, produce a sort of strange, dreamy wonder ; while
the sea, breaking forth both on the right hand and on the left of the road into the most romantic glimpses, seems to flash and glitter like some
strange gem which every moment shows itself through the framework of a new setting. Here and there little secluded coves push in from the
sea, around which lie soft tracts of green meadow land, hemmed in and guarded by rocky, pine-crowned ridges. In such sheltered spots may be
seen neat white houses, nestling like sheltered doves in the beautiful solitude. When one has ridden nearly to the end of Great Island, which is
about four miles across, he sees rising before him from the sea a bold, romantic point of land, uplifting a crown of rich evergreen and forest
trees over shores of perpendicular rock. This is Orr’s Island. It was not an easy matter in the days of our past experience to guide a horse
and carriage down the steep, wild shores of Great Island to the long bridge that connects it with Orr’s. The scene of wild seclusion reaches
here the highest degree, and one crosses the bridge with a feeling as if a genii might have built it, and one might be going over it to fairy land,
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From the bridge the path rises onto a high granite ridge, which runs from one end of the island to the other, and has been called the ‘Devil's
Back,’ with that superstitious generosity which seems to have abandoned all romantic places to so undeserving an owner. By the side of this
ridge of granite is a deep, narrow chasm, running a mile and one-half or two miles parallel with the road, and veiled by the darkest and most
solemn shadows of the primeval forest.”
While on Orr’s Island visit the “Grotto,” the Pennell house, and “The Pearl of Orr’s Island” house. Then go to Bailey’s Island and see
the quaint houses and homes of an honest and hospitable people.

PROUT’S NECK, SCARBORO BEACH.
Scarboro joins Scarboro Beach on the south, and projects far into the sea; 200 acres of green fields, secluded pine woods, pleasant, sandybeached coves, and high, rugged, surf-swept cliffs, connected to mainland by only a narrow neck of sand, it is entirely cut off from the hot,
burning winds from over the land, blow whichever way they will; the cooling waters of the broad Atlantic lie between. Here is the paradise for
boating, fishing, and sea bathing, smooth, sheltered beaches on one side and the rough surf bathing of Scarboro Beach on the other. Three
miles distant, looking inland, are Old Orchard Beach and Pine Point, while in the far distance the White Mountains form a fitting background
to this delightful picture, the intervening hills and valleys serving to bring them out in all their grandeur. The Neck is one of the most historic
places of this coast. Thomas Cammock, nephew of the Earl of Warwick, obtained it by grant from the council of Plymouth, November 1, 1631.
It has subsequently been owned by Henry Jocelyn, Alexander Kirkwood, the Prouts, and the Libbys. The old garrison stood upon the bank,
between the West Point and Checkley Houses and “the Willows.” This little fort withstood several noted sieges. In 1676 it was assailed by
Mogg Heigon, Whittier’s Mogg Megone, and while the mild commander, “Grey Jocelyn,” was parleying with Mogg, the settlers, thinking their
commander meant to surrender, took to their boats, and left both fort and Jocelyn in the hands of the foe. The next winter Mogg Megone made
peace and gave up the fort, but in May he was back again with war paint on. In the assault then made, he was himself killed. Recently Indian
remains have been found near “ the Willows,” arranged in a circle around one, doubtless a chief, adorned with copper breast-plate and festoons
of beads and wampum. These remains are thought to be those of Mogg and his warriors who fell in that attack. The place where the Indians
dug into the bank, in an attempt to undermine the fort, is still plainly to be seen. This was in 1703. The besieging force consisted of about
500 Indians, with French allies, led by one Beaubasin, a Frenchman. The defenders were only eight in number, under Capt. John Larrabee.
Charles Pine, the Indian fighter, was also there, and each one of the defenders was a host. A heavy rain caused the top of the mine to fall, and
the Indians, disheartened, withdrew and left the brave little garrison unharmed.

POPHAM BEACH.
Every summer the coast of Maine, with its cool sea breezes, health-renewing climate, magnificent ocean views and sea-shore landscapes,
made romantic by Indian legend and the history of our race, becomes more and more the Mecca of the tourist pilgrim; and of its Acadian
resorts none excel and few equal, in ocean charm and natural beauty, Popham, at the mouth of the “Blue Kennebec.”
To the seeker for a satisfactory seaside summer home, or pleasure and health resort, Popham, with its miles of broad, surf-beaten beaches,
its combined attractions of country, river, and ocean, its historical and legendary interest, its beautiful summer homes, fine hotels, and pleasant
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people, its varied amusements and recreations, Popham, mantled in evergreen, shod with gold, and jeweled with Neptune’s sparkling gem,
extends an invitation.
In historical interest Popham has no peer. For ages unknown this Sabino peninsula was the resort of red men. Here weapons of stone
were made, for which the Kennebecasis, Penobscot, Warwenock, and Androscoggin came. On Popham’s sands the Norsemen landed eight
centuries ago. On Popham, in August, 1607, landed George Popham and his company from London and Old Plymouth, the first colony to settle
in New England, the settlement antedating by thirteen years the landing of those later Pilgrim Fathers on Plymouth Rock.
Here, in 1608, was buried George Popham, the first man of English race to rest in New England soil. Here was built and launched the
“Virginia,” the first ship to be built in North America. Here, in 1607, the first Episcopalian service in America was read. Here was held the
first town-meeting of New England; and, before the snows had fallen, here had arisen, in 1607, a fair town of fifty houses, with church and fort,
the noise of hammer and saw being drowned by the same roar of the ocean, and the work christened by the flying foam of the same surf, that
you hear and see on Popham Beach to-day. One reads upon a tablet in the walls of the granite fort (erected in 1862) the following inscription:
“The First Colony on the Shores of New England was Founded Here, August 19th, O. S., 1607, under George Popham.” Indian weapons and
relics are still found in Popham sands.
The beach at Popham is without a superior on the New England Coast. It extends, in magnificent crescent stretches, four miles from
Morse’s River to the Fort, its broad, wave-hardened crystals forming a grand driveway and ocean promenade on the seaside, walled in by the
tumbling surf of the great green rollers that have come three thousand miles over the Atlantic to break on the Sabino shore. The quiet reaches
of deeply indented Atkins Bay, the bold and picturesque headlands of the Kennebec, and the magnificent beach upon the seaward side,
terminating in the rugged and storm-beaten cliffs of Fox Island, combine to gratify every eye; while the wide panorama from the ramparts
(relics of 1812) on the summit of Cox’s Head, sweeping round from the heights of Georgetown, over Pond Island, Seguin, and Sabino Head, to
Cape Small Point, is not excelled by any view upon the New England Coast.
On the northwest are the highlands of the peninsula, beginning with the forest covers of Marr’s Hill, contrasting pleasantly with the broad
ocean and blue river, and dividing the summer resort from the prosperous farms of the mainland. Some day these heights will be crowned
with the summer homes of America’s money princes, and Popham then, in reality, will be Maine’s Venice on the Sea. Especially fortunate is
Popham in possessing a large pine grove, naturally growing on the very edge of the sea.
As if nature could not be too generous to this ideal spot, one finds, hardly a stone’s throw from the ocean surf, on the rocky heights of
Ocean View, and but half a minute’s stroll from the royal Rockledge itself, Silver Lake, in the heart of a pine grove, pebbly beached and with
hundreds of wild roses and morning glories on its banks, in the summer scenting the salt air. The lake is fed by hundreds of springs, but its
outlet is unknown. Boating on this lake, in summer day or moonlight night, is greatly enjoyed. From Parker’s Flats, renowned in southwestern
Maine, come the finest clams of New England, and lobsters in abundance are furnished for Popham tables.
Among the numerous excursions in the neighborhood of Popham Beach may be mentioned the following: To Wood Island, two miles; to
Fox Island, four miles; around the Beach to Morse River, six miles; to Pond Island and Seguin, seven miles; around the Sugar Loaves and
Stage Island to Indian Point and the head of Sagadahoc Bay, six miles; to Cox’s Head, two miles; to the Feldspar Quarries, three miles; to
the head of Atkins Bay, two miles ; around Cape Small Point to Bald Head, fifteen miles ; the distances being in all cases for the round trip.
If more extended excursions are desired, steamers may be chartered for the day, and the passage made up the Kennebec to Bath, through the
Narrows to Sheepscot River, and thence to the old town of Wiscasset, and down past Hendrick’s Head and the Five Islands, or through to
Boothbay, and thence past Burnt Island Light, around Cape Newagen to the open ocean, and thence back to the mouth of the Kennebec.
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BATH.
The city of Bath, the good old “ shipping city,” distinguished for the cosmopolitanism of its citizens, many of whom under the snowy sails
of her beautiful clipper ships, with their stately masts and spars, have plowed the waters of the globe; famous, too, for her princely hospitality,
— the name of Dunlap Commandery, her chief masonic body, being a synonym for warm, broad, and gracious good fellowship, and the spirit of
geniality; renowned again for the intelligence of her inhabitants,—the queen city of the Kennebec always dispensed her educational advantages
with a lavish hand ; and, further, we should indeed be remiss when emphasizing the paramount attractions of this charming and conservative
maritime center if we failed to lay stress upon one of her proudest and most notable possessions — the fair city’s beautiful women.
Architecture has been termed “ frozen music,” and the deft fingers of Bath’s practiced artisans, directed by nimble and ingenious minds,
easily sweep the whole wide keyboard of marine architecture, inclusive of engines and boilers ; converting with magic touch the raw, crude
products of nature, — wood, iron, and steel, — into the various crafts, those important factors of civilization that so gallantly breast old ocean’s
restless billows; the noble ship, its voluminous canvas deep-bellying to the breeze, headed for Frisco’s golden strands; the trim yacht voyaging
around the world ; the passenger steamer that is to win the proud title of “ the greyhound of the sound ” ; the five masted schooner, the largest
in the world, “ off for Philadelphia in the morning ” for a cargo of fuel that will make some coal mine shy, or to Darien for a load of hard pine
from Georgia’s primitive forests; or a steel-ribbed defender, one of Uncle Sam’s dogs of war. No sea symphony, however difficult, does the
worthy ship-builder of Bath fear to submit to his great orchestra of sturdy artisans and hardy, indomitable mechanics, strangers to enervation,
laboring as they do under heaven’s own roof of blue.
Bath — the name itself suggests cleanliness, healthfulness, and godliness. With the rest of the good old State of Maine it shares a climate
not second to that of “ the glorious climate of Californy ”; people suffering from malaria resort to it as a most desirable place of residence.
The sons of Bath mourn when they have to leave her pleasant shores and rejoice when they can return to them. Bath is long and narrow,
veritably ship-shape, as it were, and its “sunny slopes” gradually reach out to the sparkling blue waters of the sweet-flowing Kennebec which
stretches majestically before the city, capable of sustaining upon its broad bosom the heaviest fleets that float the main. Bath is twelve miles
from Fort Popham, which guards the mouth of the Kennebec, and the sail from there is pronounced by visiting yachtsmen superb and enchanting
as respects the beauty of the landscape through which the great river threads its devious course ; one traveller compared it to the fjiords of
Norway. And from Bath to Augusta, thirty miles, there is a rapid succession of snug, cozy scenery, that a Virgil or a Wadsworth would have
delighted in. Another sail which would be hard to equal in any land, which visitors fairly rave over, pronouncing it a mingled dream
and romance, is from Bath to Boothbay, about fifteen miles. In the variety of its velvety views, this labyrinthian course arouses the
extremest admiration.
That Bath is a thrifty city, and, indeed, it is one of the richest of its size in the country, is attested by the handsome homes that adorn it,
from beautiful Elmhurst, with its ancestral trees and pretty landscapes, the home of that gallant soldier and enterprising citizen, Gen. T. W.
Hyde, President of the Bath Iron Works and the Hyde Windlass Co., truly “gentleman and scholar,” one of the few surviving heroes of the
irrepressible conflict ; the splendid mansion of Hon. Arthur Sewall, with surroundings comporting well with its dignity ; the new home of his
son, W. D. Sewall, just north of his, a gem of modern architecture costing way up into the thousands; the tasteful residences near of his nephews,
S. S. Sewall and M. W. Sewall, and other notable ones of Hon. John H. Kimball, Hon. Wm. T. Donnell, G. C. Moses, ex-Mayor Charles E.
Patten, M. G. Shaw, J. B. Drake, President of the Kennebec and Boston Steamboat Co.; Mrs. Gilbert Patten, and those of scores of other
well-to-do citizens, down to the less pretentious houses of ship carpenters, machinists, and others secured at the price of years of patient toil
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and self-denial. Bath, again, has fine church and school edifices; has a very handsome public library, the benefaction of Galen C. Moses, an
eminent citizen, who, too, is largely responsible for the well-appointed Y. M C. A. Building, and the cozy Columbia Theatre. The library
building was designed by George Edward Harding, a talented son of Bath, now of New York. The State Military and Naval Orphan Asylum
has reared hundreds of homeless children. Bath, too, numbers among its philanthropic institutions, The Old Ladies’ Home and The Old
Couples’ Home, in whose interests Dr. R. D. Bibber has been an indefatigable champion, ably seconded by The King’s Daughters. A point of
interest in Bath is the old stone house where lived the first governor of Maine, William King. The present Shannon’s Hotel was the earlier
home of Governor King, and some of the rooms are just as they were when tenanted by the domineering and irascible old fellow, who, withal,
was broad-gauge as far as business was concerned.

WISCASSET.
A writer in early days says: “ But a few miles west of Damariscotta River is Sheepscot River, with bays and inlets sprinkled with islands.
The whole region presents an aspect of wonderful picturesque beauty. It is doubtless destined, in the future history of this country, to attain
great celebrity. The whole sea-coast, from the mouth of the St. Lawrence to the capes of Florida, can present no scenery to rival it.” And no
section of the State to-day presents more attractions for the tourist or the lover of the historic and beautiful than this section and the towns along
the line of the Maine Central Railroad. The drive down the Sheepscot River, over Edgecomb Heights to the ocean, verifies the description
given above. One mile from town, across the bridge three-quarters of a mile long, are the ruins of the block house built in 1812. Five miles
away is the quaint old church of Alna, more than 100 years old, built of wood. The pews are made in box-like shape; parties sitting in them
can just see the pulpit elevated above the floor some eight feet. Over the pulpit is a bell-shaped sounding board ; underneath, the seat for the
tithing-man, who in ye olden time kept order during divine service, his implement of office being a long rod.
Wiscasset is one of the most charming places in all Maine on account of its hirtorical connections. The pleasure seekers by coming to this
interesting place will find many points of great interest to them during their visit. The people are of a very genial disposition, very kind and
sociable to strangers. Any of its citizens will do all in their power to make a visitor feel at home in the town. There are many, very many
beautiful drives in all directions, and the scenery is very handsome at all points. People that spend a summer at Wiscasset are sure to return
the next season. Those who enjoy sailing or fishing will find here abundance of this excellent sport, in fact the best on the New England Coast.
With its pure air and water, its elegant mansions and churches, and its great variety of shade trees and many other attractions, it is acknowledged
to be one of the most beautiful places in the State of Maine.

REMARKABLE SHELL HEAPS AT DAMARISCOTTA,
Deposited by Aboriginal Tribes

Centuries Ago.

At Damariscotta, originally a part of ancient Pemaquid Point, which was visited by French and English navigators more than 600 years ago,
and had a large settlement of colonists long before the landing of the Pilgrims at Plymouth, can be seen to-day one of the largest and most
remarkable deposits of clam, oyster, and other sea-shells, to be found on the American continent, covering acres of territory in the vicinity of the
slope, from which our illustration was photographed, and to a depth of sixteen feet. These deposits were made by large Indian tribes that
roamed up and down the territory of Maine, which was the favorite resort of the aboriginal tribes that occupied this country before the advent of
the white man, and the beautiful shore and river slopes lying along their lines of travel brought them down by the long rivers converging at this
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point in great numbers, to feast upon the great abundance of excellent sea food so easily obtained all along the shores. Many thousands were
found here at one time by early explorers, who reported meeting 600 warriors of the Algonquins and Abenaki tribes in 1605, when they began to
build dams and to erect forts, the fort erected at Pemaquid Point in 1607 being laid upon the foundations of an old fort previously destroyed by
the Indians. Many Indian relics formerly used for domestic purposes and in warfare are being constantly unearthed in this vicinity and all
along the coast of Maine, of which no other state or territory has so much of ancient historic interest, or possesses greater fascination to lovers
of the primitive life and early struggles of our ancestors at the commencement of civilization in the New World.

DAMARISCOTTA.
One of the pleasantest and best located towns in Maine is Damariscotta. It is twenty miles east of Bath on the Maine Central. Forming
part of the same village and closely identified with it is the sister town of Newcastle, from which it is divided only by the Damariscotta River.
Damariscotta combines for the tourist the beauties and advantages of both the inland and the coast towns; lying, as it does, only about six or
seven miles from the ocean, it is near enough to be of easy access, and at the same time far enough removed to be free from disagreeable fogs,
It is situated in the midst of a system of ponds that for fine perch, pickerel, and bass fishing cannot be surpassed along the coast section of the
State. The drives are many and varied, combining the beauties of mountain, lake, river and ocean scenery. No less than nine ponds can be
seen in a ten-mile drive. Among the ponds which are most attractive are the Damariscotta, Biscay, Pemaquid, and Little Ponds, the latter being
a clear, deep, spring-fed pond, and is the source of supply for the splendid water system of Damariscotta. Another point that makes this town
of especial interest to the tourist is the number of historical and natural curiosities within easy riding distance, for instance, the famous “ Oyster
Banks” or “Shell Heaps,” for many years much visited by sight-seers, and much studied by scholars and scientists; only twelve miles away are
the excavations of historic Pemaquid, one of the earliest settlements in America, and only a few miles distant is the old fort at Davis Island.
These are only a few of the many attractions that interest visitors, and bring a large number of people to this quiet town yearly. The people of
this locality belong to the old New England stock, and hence, form a pleasant community to be in. There are excellent boating facilities for
both rowing and sailing on the broad Damariscotta River. In the village of Damariscotta and Newcastle are four churches, the Baptist,
Methodist, Congregational, and Episcopal, all with attractive church homes and able pastors. Literary people can enjoy the privileges of the
Skidompha Library, or study rare relics in the rooms of the Historical Society. Lovers of sport can find no more convenient location from
which to plan their trips with the fish rod or gun. The town has the benefit of one of the finest water systems in the state, operated by the
Twin Village Water Co. The supply is exceptionally pure and the pressure of over 100 pounds is sufficient for all purposes. Visitors to the
town are nicely taken care of at a fine up-to-date hostelry, the Maine Hotel, and tourists find it a pleasant summer home. Four livery stables
supply those who wish to ride. The town is represented by the local sheet, The Damariscotta Herald. The town is easy of access, two through
trains from Boston every day. Vacationists and tourists will enjoy a visit to this beautiful and interesting locality.

BOOTHBAY HARBOR AND VICINITY.
To give a fair idea of the early interest centering in this vicinity, and not to carry it to undue lengths, will require a most terse and prose-like
paragraphing. The early history of Maine cannot be written without bestowing a liberal amount of space to the consideration of this immediate
region. Williamson, Drake, Abbott, Sewall, and Varney, each, in an extended work, have shown that here was the beginning of Maine history,

YACHTS AT BOOTHBAY HARBOR.

51

and round about our harbor centered, nearly three centuries ago, that which is to-day the delight of both the general reader and the antiquary.
The eight volumes of the Maine Historical collection, constituting the old series, abound in papers, the subject matter of which is found in
this vicinity; and the four volumes of the new series, containing principally documentary history, give us many ancient documents, couched in
language “ quaint and olden,” having an intimate reference to our beginning and foundation. Drake classifies the Maine Coast into the western,
from Kittery to Portland; the mid-coast, from Portland to Owls Head ; the eastern, from Penobscot Bay to the Provinces. This division is a
natural one, and the capes, points, and islands, so numerous about the bays where the three rivers, Kennebec, Sheepscot, and Damariscotta,
empty into the sea, draining much of Central Maine, become the centre of the “ mid-coast ” of the State, and Boothbay Harbor is the one
accessible, favorable haven of that center.
It is still an open question whether Weymouth, in the Archangle, on his voyage of 1605, after touching at Monhegan, came into our harbor,
or that of St. Georges Islands. That on Saturday, May 18, 1605, he anchored at the north of Monhegan, went ashore, set up the cross,
performed religious ceremonies and took possession of the island for his Sovereign in due form, there is no dispute. The records of Rosier, the
chronicler of the voyage, are clear on this point. From there he sailed to some near harbor, explored some river, made some inland excursions,
planted a garden, kidnapped five of the natives, named the harbor where he lay Pentacost Harbor, and, finally, with various samples and
specimens of the new section, including the five unfortunate Indians, sailed back to England. The names of the natives captured were
Dehamaida, Tisquantum, Assecomet, Skitwarroes, and Nahanada, this latter name being rescued from the past by the Eastern Steamboat Co.
It was generally argued and supposed in the early part of the present century that it was Penobscot Bay and River that Weymouth ascended;
but research among old records failed to reconcile the description with the place, and in 1858 the Georges Islands’ Harbor and River theory
was advanced. Later, Sewall, in his Ancient Dominions and communications to the press, has ably argued that Boothbay Harbor was the
Pentacost of Weymouth after leaving Monhegan ; that Fisherman’s Island was his anchorage, and that Squirrel Island and Cape Newagen
answer well to Rosier’s description ; that Townsend Gut was his passage, and the Kennebec his river of exploration. In this view he is ably
seconded by John McKeen, Esq., of Brunswick, before the Maine Historical Society, while Abbott and many others now lean to this view.
In 1607 Capt. George Popham and Raleigh Gilbert, nephew of Sir Water Raleigh, established the Popham colony at the mouth of the
Kennebec, calling, on their way, at Monhegan, where they found the cross erected by Weymouth two years before. The antiquity of our section
is shown by comparison, that this was only 42 years after the settlement of St. Augustine and contemporary with that of Jamestown, Va. At
that time the Popham settlement was the only one between Jamestown, Va., and Port Royal, N. S. In 1614 Capt. John Smith made Monhegan
and the mouth of the Kennebec a headquarters, while he prepared a coast map from Cape Cod to Port Royal. Monhegan appears very
conspicuously in all these ancient annals. The English explorer, Dermer, left a part of his crew there during the winter of 1618-19, while at no
time after 1622 does it seem that Monhegan was without an English population, until the first Indian war in 1675. In 1626 Giles Eldridge and
Robert Aldsworth bought Monhegan for ₤50 sterling. July 15, 1625, the Chief Samoset executed a deed of Bristol and vicinity for 50 beaver
skins to John Brown. Settlement was commenced on the western bank of Pemaquid River in 1623 or 4. A fort was built at Pemaquid and a
canal from six to ten feet deep, and about 20 rods long, the year before the purchase. In 1630 about fifty families are said to have been living
at the Sheepscot Farms, and several families were at that time living at Cape Newagen, which was the first part of Boothbay to be settled. Both
Dermer and Levett, in their voyages, speak of an English trader by name of Coke who was, as early as 1622, a famous trader with the natives,
and was located at Cape Newagen. In 1666, Henry Curtiss, residing at Boothbay Harbor, as now known, and a “ considerable planter,” having
influence sufficient with the chieftain Mana-war-met (father of Robin Hood), bought the entire section bordering on the Harbor waters and
extending “unto the Gut of the Back River,” for 20 beaver skins; —“granting unto the said Henry Curtiss, his heirs and assigns, full power
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and possession to set down there.” Thirty sail of English fishing vessels made Damariscove Island their home and center in 1622. This island,
second only to Monhegan in early importance, was that year the granary of the New England settlements. Governor Winslow, of the
Plymouth colony, came to Damariscove in person for supplies, which he obtained for his famishing people.
Boothbay Harbor was incorporated February 16, 1889. Previous to that time Boothbay and Boothbay Harbor had been one town under
the name of Boothbay, which it took when first incorporated, as the 21st town in the district of Maine, November 3, 1764. Previous to
incorporation we were known as Townsend and Townsend Harbor, and even now the name sticks to us, and we are more familiarly known from
New Foundland to Hatteras, by fishermen and coasters, as “into Townsend Harbor,” than as “into Boothbay Harbor.” The remarkable
character of our harbor in all combined respects stamps it clearly, in all sea-goers estimation, as the finest on the New England Coast and one
of the best in the world. The depth of its water, the quality of its bottom for anchorage, the absence of dangerous ledges, the plain-sailing
passages between the islands, which are its sea-barriers, its freedom from strong tides, its bold shores, the general beauty and picturesqueness of
all surroundings, and the well-stocked stores and markets, the genial tradesmen and hospitable people in the active little town at the “head of
the harbor,” are its features. As a matter of course, foreign voyages, coasting and fishing, — something to do with the water,—from time
immemorial have been the occupation of our people ; and a greater number of able, gallant and successful captains, in proportion to our
population, no place can show. For the past twenty-five years the steady increase of summer visitors coming to our shores has made our town
with Boothbay, Southport, and Bristol, with their islands, an assured established summer abode. Carrying companies have multiplied, facilities
of travel have improved, new and better boats appear each season, better time, closer connections, and lower fares succeed with each new year.
Valuation has far more than kept pace with the increase of population. One advantageous feature, often remarked by our visitors, is that here
there is that absence of jealousy so often shown among the resident population of summer towns, lest strangers gain a foot-hold. We want the
summer business. We want to hold those we have already obtained and make large yearly additions. We want to impress those who come
among us so favorably that they will purchase, build, and thereby add something to the beauty and value of our region.
The Menawarmet House was built by the Boothbay Land Company in 1889, at a cost of about $25,000. It is finely built and furnished,
and accommodates from 125 to 150 guests. The Boothbay House accommodates 100 guests, is located nearest to the landings, and always
enjoys a good patronage. Open the entire year. F. H. Harris, proprietor. The Weymouth House, Oak Street, is very pleasantly located, near
the E. S. B. Co. landing, capacity 50, owned and run by the Misses Weymouth. Open all the year. All three houses supplied with water from
the town system.

MONHEGAN.
This rocky island, springing from the sea half a score of miles from the main-land, is unique in position and attraction. It is about one
mile wide by three in length, the northeastern portion being densely wooded with spruce and fir. The shores, except at the harbor, are granite,
and massive rocks, torn from parent ledges by the storm-driven waves of centuries, lie piled in artistic confusion. The cliffs and gull rock, near
and east of the harbor, rising perpendicular from the ocean more than 100 feet, with billows of mid-ocean grandeur thundering at their base,
are said to be unrivaled in Maine. Indeed, the island appears to have been formed by Nature when in a reckless mood, and for those who love
her in the original and primitive here are constant delights. The small islands, Manana on the west and Smutty-Nose on the north, with
Monhegan on the east, form an excellent harbor, where vessels and boats lie safely at anchor through the wintry gales. Without this the island
would be inaccessible. Here, within a few years, led by George Wharton Edwards, the owner of “Onarock,” the first summer cottage on the
island, and who was the first to claim and possess the artistic charms of the place, have come in constantly increasing numbers, writers, painters
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college professors, and others, who appreciate the picturesque wildness and seclusion of the spot. Here is perfect rest. Every breeze comes
from the ocean. The ozone-laden air banishes insomnia, and “nerves” are unknown. All the benefits to be derived from a sea voyage are
found here, without the discomforts inseparable from life on shipboard. In the last two years many visitors, charmed with the peculiar
attractions of the place, and representing many states, have become owners of land on the island, proposing to erect summer homes. Of
course, the fishing is superb. Immense cod, and all the finny tribe frequenting our coast, are found here in their very homes. Visitors are
carried back and forth from Boothbay Harbor in the staunch mail and pilot boat “ Effort,” Capt. William S. Humphrey, who makes tri-weekly
trips. Almost every pleasant day in summer yachts and steamers take tourists to and from the island, which is a favorite objective point
for parties.

ROUND POND. — Reached

by the Steamer Merryconeag.

This village is situated on the easterly shore of the town of Bristol, and but a few miles north of Pemaquid and South Bristol. It has an
interesting history, dating back into times of Indian settlements, when its Indian nomenclature was “ Cabbadetus.” Just above the village and
inshore were the “carrying-places” of the Indians, and their paths through the forests have in many instances been kept up and are still in use
by the present inhabitants. On Muscongus Island, just off the harbor, about ten minutes’ row, is the remains of an old Indian cemetery, where,
reliable historians assure us, rest the bones of that famous chief, “ Samoset.”
Round Pond Harbor is of itself a quiet sheet of water, upon which boating is at all times possible and enjoyable; and bathing in its
numerous coves and on its several beaches is one of the principal attractions, as the rocky surroundings drawing the sun render the waters much
more temperate than more exposed shores. Numerous brooks run into this harbor, from which fresh water fish can be taken in their season,
and the outlet of one of these brooks at the “ Creek,” so called, is a delightful place, where picnic parties have for years enjoyed the privileges
of this favorite resort. Around the “Points ” of the harbor is the broad bay and ocean in its majesty, with an uninterrupted view of waters
wherein fish of all kinds abound. On the shores of Muscongus Island, before mentioned, can be found the very finest quality of clams, and
these have made the clam-bakes at this place famous to tourists. Inland there are many beautiful drives ; these roads have long been known as
among the best in this section of the State. Through forests and along streams, through sweet-scented fields and meadows, the experience is
one of constant and pleasant surprise.
Round Pond is reached by water or land easily. The fine and swift steamer “ Merryconeag ” touches three times each week from Portland,
and three times each week from Rockland, connecting with Boston boat at both points, thus making daily communication with Boston and points
beyond. The regular mail coach connects with the Maine Central R. R. at Newcastle twice each day.

ROCKLAND.
Rockland, the shire town of Knox County, situated on the western shore of a spacious harbor, making in from Penobscot Bay, is one of the
liveliest, busiest, most progressive, and most prosperous cities in Maine. Its principal industries are lime and granite, although it has several
others, such as carriage factories, machine shops, a brass foundry, an extensive pants factory, marine railways, ship yards, which are never idle
long at a time, lobster and canning factories, lumber yards, and fisheries. Of granite it is headquarters for nearly, if not quite, half the product
of Maine. Of lime it manufactures over a million casks a year. The plant consists of vast quarries from a mile to two miles to the west of the
city, about seventy-five patent kilns along the water front, and a steam railway for the transportation of the rock to the kilns, which cost nearly
half a million dollars. A large fleet of vessels is also required for the transportation of wood from the British Provinces, and the shipment of
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the finished product to the various markets along the Atlantic seaboard. Rockland is also a depot of supplies for most of the towns of Knox
County, the numerous and, in many instances, thickly populated islands lying off the coast, and, in fruit and groceries, of many towns along the
coast as far east as Machias, its wholesale houses offering a formidable and successful competition to the wholesale houses of Portland and
Bangor. In salt and other fishermen’s supplies, it also does a large business with coast and “ Banks ” fishermen. Originally a part of
Thomaston, and a small village as late as the beginning of the second quarter of the century, it had grown so rapidly in the next two decades,
that in 1848 it was set off and incorporated as a separate town, under the name of Rockland, and in 1854 it became a full-fledged city. With
occasional periods of dullness, in which it has sympathized with other parts of the State and country, its material progress has been, on the
whole, steady, and at times marvellous. Its streets are regular, well kept, well shaded, and drained by an exceptionally good system of
sewerage. It has some of the finest public buildings in the State, including the government building, which houses the post-office and customs
department, one of the handsomest granite structures ever erected in the State, the county court-house and jail, the Syndicate block, built of
Milwaukee brick, iron and granite, which is not equalled as a business block east of Portland, and some of the finest public school buildings to
be found in any of the smaller cities of New England. It has the finest water in the country, the supply being drawn from Chickawaukie and
Mirror Lakes, fed by cool mountain springs, clear as a crystal, and of almost absolute purity, a supply exhaustless, even in the dry times that
occasionally cause distress in other places. Its streets and large numbers of stores and dwellings are lighted by electricity, except in cases
where private parties prefer gas, and it has an electric railway running in various directions and connecting with Thomaston, the Highlands,
Rockport, and Camden. The ride on this road, especially to Rockport and Camden, most of the way in full view of Penobscot Bay, studded
with beautiful islands, is one of the most delightful conceivable. Not only are strangers who take it charmed by it, but it never palls even on
those “to the manor born,” who see fresh beauties in it every time they take it.
The residential portion of Rockland is especially attractive. Within the past five years the older dwellings, many of them costly and tasteful
in their day, have been supplemented by at least 250 new and handsome structures, of the latest architectural designs, some as fine as can be
found anywhere. Well supplied with handsome churches, excellent schools, and a good public library, the city is well furnished with facilities
for moral and mental culture. Tilson’s Wharf, but a short distance from the business centre of the city, and having electric railway
accommodations, is built of solid granite, at a cost of over $ 100,000, and has no superior, if it has its equal, in the State. All the steamers of
various connecting lines, numbering in the summer anywhere from fifteen to twenty daily, touch at this wharf with the single exception of the
Frank Jones from Portland to Machias, which touches at the wharf of the Maine Central Railroad Company. The city has the best
communications with Boston, Bangor, Portland, and the rest of the outside world all the year round, both by rail and water, and its mail,
telegraphic and telephonic facilities could not be surpassed.
While mainly a business city, Rockland has rare attractions for the tourist and summer residents, which have only within a few years been
brought to the notice of the public, but with great success in a business point of view. Its air is cool and salubrious, the mortality rate is smaller
than in most places of the same size, and the general healthfulness unsurpassed. For persons needing rest and invigoration it would be difficult
to find superior advantages anywhere. A large portion of the summer travel to and from Bar Harbor, Sorrento, Grand Menan, and the Bay of
Fundy passes through the city, much of it stopping over to take in the city and its beautiful environs. Its own summer resorts, including the
elegant and already famous Bay Point Hotel, the Simpson House, and Sunny Side and Ocean House at Owl’s Head, and Smith’s Pavilion, for
fish and shore dinners, clam bakes, and fishing parties, at Crescent Beach, are among the most attractive on the coast. The drives in every
direction, but especially to Owl’s Head, Rockport, Camden, and the Camden Mountains, the “ Turnpike,” Lake Megunticook, Mount Pleasant,
Lake Alford, and Union Common, are among the loveliest to be found anywhere. Once taken, they linger as delightful memories, and urge to
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frequent repetition. To tire of them is impossible, combining as they do the charms of almost endless variety, and including sea views, mountain
views, winding ways through glade and forest, meadow and upland, pretty hamlets and quiet solitudes, so that every mood is met and every
taste gratified. For recreation and every kind of sporting Rockland offers most excellent facilities. Its roads in every direction are fine for
bicycling. Its beautiful harbor, which has many times been compared to the Bay of Naples, which in general contour and surroundings it
strongly resembles, protected on the south by a projecting arm culminating at its eastern extremity at Owl’s Head, and on the northern side and
northeastern extremity by Bay Point and the Breakwater, free from mountain gusts, and, except in times of storm, from violent winds from the
sea, affords a safe and delightful chance for sailing and rowing. The Penobscot Yacht Club has a fine house at Tilson’s Wharf, and offers its
cordial hospitalities and facilities to visitors and yachtsmen from every quarter, and has frequent races during the summer. Nearly all the
yachts from the westward, for Bar Harbor and the eastward, make the harbor a stopping place going and coming. The harbor and bay are full
of fine fish of the usual salt-water varieties, while the streams and ponds of the interior, easily accessible from the city, are well supplied with
trout, bass, and pickerel. For lovers of the shot gun there are wild fowl all along the adjacent coast and among the islands, and from the first
of September on, woodcock and partridges are quite plentiful in their haunts on the land. To sum up in a word, Rockland has attractions,
many and great, which have only to be seen to be appreciated, and which increase in their attractiveness the better they are known. Outside
its advantages as a place of residence and business, its future as a summer home and resort for pleasure is assured.

CAMDEN, BY THE SEA.
Between the Gulf of Mexico and the Bay of Fundy there are two spots only where the mountains dip into the sea and rise directly from the
water’s edge. The two places thus distinguished from all others on the Atlantic Coast are both in the State of Maine, and are the culminating
points in a region famed for the grandeur of its scenery. One of these spots is Mouut Desert, on the eastern arm of Penobscot Bay; the other
is Camden, on its western arm, the two separated by a broad expanse of water thickly studded with islands. The picturesque scenery of Camden
has never been seen except by a favored few. It is so secluded and out of the beaten track of travel, that it is not yet overrun by the great
army of tourists, and has a freshness and charm peculiarly its own. It will be a surprise to many to learn that here, within a short distance from
Boston, are scenic beauties surpassing any other spot on the coast. Mountains over 1,400 feet high rise directly from the sea level and extend
along the shore for miles, while inland, corresponding ranges of lofty hills stretch away as far as the eye can reach. Lovely lakes, sequestered
valleys, and broad mountain slopes, broken here and there into abrupt precipices, give a combination of landscape beauty unequalled on the
Atlantic Coast. While other resorts, by excessive advertising and the enterprise of transportation companies, have absorbed the greater share
of public attention, Camden has had a more healthy development, by attracting the cultured and appreciative few. Men of wealth and taste,
charmed by the place, have built beautiful summer homes, and one princely residence here is pronounced the finest in the State.
Camden possesses, first of all, an unrivalled combination of mountain, lake, and ocean scenery. Yachting, canoeing, fishing, mountain
climbing, and driving, all are to be had here in their perfection, while for the more passive nature, which enjoys scenery most from the outlook
of a sightly piazza, there is equal opportunity for gratification. The harbor is safe for the smallest row boats, and is so situated at the mouth of
Penobscot Bay as to admit of endless excursions by steamer or sail boat, while it is easily accessible to Boston, having daily communication with
that city. Its inland scenery is equally marvelous, and a complete change from seashore to country air can be obtained by going back of the
mountains, only three miles from the coast. Col. T. W. Higginson tells us that it has far less fog than Mount Desert, and is also free from the
extravagance and stiffness of a purely fashionable resort. At the same time the social amenities of Camden are delightful, and offer gaiety or
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seclusion, according as one is inclined. The village has excellent drainage, and is supplied with the purest water in the State, while its streets
are lighted by electricity. To the capitalist Camden offers exceptional inducements. Its growth thus far has been conservative, but the
movement towards a rapid and permament rise in values has already set in, and the opportunity for securing desirable investments in real estate
is an unusual one. Apart from its summer residents, the local society of Camden is far in advance of other seaside resorts. The people
of Camden are of the well-to-do class, with an unusually large proportion of wealthy families, whose hospitality and refinement are proverbial.
Camden is pre-eminently a community of homes, and its locale is of a kind most attractive to those who spend the summer there. The village
houses and the country farms all betray that same touch of prosperity which stamps the place as one having superior social advantages. There
are no liquor saloons here, but within a radius of two miles there are eight churches, two facts which significantly indicate the moral atmosphere
of this charming seaside town. There is good hotel accommodation here, the Bay View Hotel. At this house the tourist will find all the
comforts of a home. Mr. Capen is proprietor.
The Camden Mountains have one great advantage; they are near the village, and can be easily reached and ascended without fatigue.
There are at least five mountains in Camden exceeding 1,000 feet in height, all easily accessible and commanding a panorama hundreds of miles
in circuit, yet at just the right elevation to embrace clearly all the details of the nearer landscape. Mount Battie is the easiest to climb and
from its nearness to the village is the oftenest ascended. Mounts Battie and Megunticook have the finest views seaward, but Bald Mountain
and Ragged Mountain command the fairest inland prospect. Bald Mountain, which rises from the meadows by the side of Hosmer’s Pond,
some four miles from Camden Village, is one of the landmarks of the town, and its ascent is strongly recommended. It should be ascended
directly over its rounded face. The start should be made through the ravine opposite the almshouse, or by a rough path near Mr. Feyler’s.
This path first leads to an overhanging cliff, called “The Pinnacle,” where a fine view is obtained and one can get the bearings for the rest of
the ascent. After reaching the top of Bald Mountain, the descent can be made over its western shoulder, coming out at the highest point of
the road between Bald Mountain and Ragged Mountain. It is hard climbing, however, as it involves crossing a number of deep ravines, and
most mountain climbers will prefer to return the same way they came up.
The lakes of Camden are a source of endless pleasure to the visitor. Their number is surprising. At the foot of nearly every mountain
nestles a lovely sheet of water. The largest is Lake Megunticook, which stretches into the neighboring town and covers nearly 2,000 acres.
One of the loveliest of all the Camden lakes is Hosmer’s Pond. It is four miles from the village, and is reached by a charming drive. It fills
an oval basin almost surrounded by towering mountains, and has an area of sixty-five acres. The view of it from the summit of Bald Mountain
is an unsuspected revelation of beauty. Mirror Lake is high up among the mountains on the western side of Ragged Mountain, about one
mile from West Camden. It is 350 feet above the sea level and is the source of Camden’s water supply. The water is remarkably pure and
is brought to the village by gravity pressure.
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CASTINE.
The tourist is at once charmed by the beauty and interested in the history of Castine, or Pentagoet, as it was called in its early days.
Quaint and quiet now, the evidences of its troubled days are to be seen in the old fort on the hill and the batteries and rifle-pits scattered over
the peninsula. Situated on the disputed ground between the French Acadia and the English territory, it was the scene of many a battle. A
temporary French settlement was made there in 1613, but the first permanent one was founded by Englishmen from Plymouth Colony in 1626.
Between that time and the Revolutionary War Pentagoet changed hands six times, once being occupied by the Dutch for a brief period, and at
other times was in the possession of either the English or the French. In 1677 Baron de St. Castin settled at Pentagoet, where, within the
walls of a fort near the shore, he built his dwelling. The fort is known as Fort Pentagoet, or Castin’s fort, and its site is marked by a large
wooden tablet. Baron Castin was a French soldier of considerable influence. He was well known among the Indians, whose esteem for him
approximated reverence. In Whittier’s “ Mogg Megone ” we find a description of his personal appearance. Longfellow’s “Baron Castin of
St. Castin” tells us the romantic story of his marriage to a daughter of the Tarratine chieftain, Modockawando. In 1701 Castin returned to
France. During the Revolution Pentagoet was in the possession of the English. In 1779 they erected Fort George on the highest part of the
peninsula. The earth foundation of the walls is still standing, showing distinctly the outline of the structure. The commanding site is now a
favorite position from which to observe the surrounding country. In 1783 the British troops left Pentagoet, it being the last place evacuated
by them at the close of the war. Thirteen years later the town received its present name, in honor of Baron Castin.
Besides the forts and the numerous batteries, Trask Rock claims notice as being of historic interest. This is a large white rock on the
west shore. It was formerly called Hinckley’s Rock, in memory of a captain who was shot upon it while cheering his men on to an attack. It
received its present name from a fifer lad who played behind its shelter as American troops landed to make an assault. A visitor can but
be interested in the old-fashioned houses that still maintain their dignity beside their more modern neighbors. The Mullet Block and the
Bridgham House (now the Castine House) on Main Street, which date back to the early years of the present century, the Johnston House, and
the Perkins House on Court Street are among the oldest of these. The charm that is ever new is the exquisite beauty and variety of Castine
and her surroundings. How many delightful and ever-varying views can be enjoyed during an hour's outing. The bay, with its islands and
many pretty coves, the distant blue hills, the shady, quiet streets, and the miles of woodland drives in Witherle Park combine to make for
Castine the place she deserves in the esteem of those who know her.
PLACES OF HISTORICAL INTEREST IN AND ABOUT CASTINE.
1. Fort Pentagoet, called also Castine’s Fort and Old French Fort. Probably built about 1626. It contained a guard-house, 10x15 paces;
a three-roomed house of same dimensions, a chapel (probably the Capuchin Chapel of Our Lady of Holy Hope), 4x6 paces; a magazine, 10 or
12x36 paces, containing a cellar, with a well, and another building of the same size. Outside were palisades, a platform for guns, a shed and
orchard. The present remains are supposed to be mainly those of the magazine. These remains are on the southeast shore, on the premises
of George H. Webb, on Perkins Street. According to Ogilby there was a French fort hereabouts in 1613, but it is uncertain whether
this was the site.
2. Fort George. Built by the British in June, 1779. The four bastions mark the four points of the compass. The inside area of this fort
is 225 x 230 feet. Here Wadsworth and Burton were confined and escaped, and here Ball and Elliott were hung. This fort is nearly in the
center of the peninsula, and around it the British batteries, etc., were grouped as follows, beginning at the west: —
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I. West Point Battery, 1,380 yards from Fort George ; built in 1779.
2. Sailor’s Battery, 1,223 yards W. N. W. from Fort George ; 1815.
3. Block House, between the above batteries and 1,221 yards from fort; 1815.
4. Battery Griffith, 616 yards N. W. from fort. Irregular quadrilateral, 47 feet front by 90 feet on the sides. Enclosed barracks. 1815.
Near Mr. Sawyer’s.
5. Battery Sherbrooke, 168 yards north of fort. Semi-circular, 115 feet in extent, enclosing a redoubt; 1815.
6. Battery Gosselin, 460 yards N. E. by E. from fort, on brow of hill; 1815.
7. Bridge Battery, about 460 yards N. E. from fort, near the bridge ; 1815, and perhaps 1779.
8. Dutch Oven, in the alders to the right of the last-named battery, on the same side of the road, a baking place of the British, 1779.
9. Seaman’s Battery; 1779. Battery Penobscot; 1815; 720 yards E. by N. from fort, near the cemetery and near where the old
windmill stood.
10. Hatch’s Field Battery, 979 yards E. N. E. from fort; 1779.
11. North of East Point Battery, 1,606 yards E. N. E. from fort, near Sandbar; a square redoubt; 1779.
12. Half Moon Battery, 590 yards S. by E. from fort; 1779 ; in Captain Patchin’s yard, near Court Street and Broadway.
13. Battery Furieuse, 1,050 yards S. W. by S. from fort, near Mrs. Sylvester’s house; 1779.
14. Nautilus Island Battery; 1779 ; the first battery captured by the Americans.
3. Landing Place. Intrenchments and batteries of Americans in the Penobscot expedition; 1779.
1. Trask’s Rock, once called Hinckley’s Rock ; spot where the Americans landed. Trask was a fifer, a lad of eighteen years, who played
behind this rock. Hinckley was a captain from Brunswick, and is said to have been shot on this rock, while cheering on his men. This rock is
on the west shore, about half-way between the Block House Point and the light-house. It is the only large white rock on the shore.
2. American intrenchments; 1779; 700 yards southwest of Fort George.
3. Westcott’s Battery, in Westcott’s field, opposite East Point Battery; 1779.
4. Hainey’s Battery; 1779 ; on what is now Stubb Point, Brooksville, nearly opposite the foot of Main Street.
5. Fort Madison (called also Fort Castine, United States Fort, and Fort Porter); built in 1811; captured by the British in 1814; enlarged
by the United States in the last war; a few yards south of Battery Furieuse.
4. Old Houses, etc.
1. Mann House, built by Calef in 1779 or thereabouts, on Perkins Street, corner to the road ; oldest house.
2. Mullet House, corner of Main and Perkins Street; was occupied by British in 1814.
3. The Bridgham House, on Main Street, directly opposite the Mullet House; also occupied by British in 1814.
4. Whiting House, above the Common, near the High school-house; was also garrisoned by British.
5. The old gun near Fort George was in the fort abandoned by Americans in 1815, Fort Madison.
6. The old gun at the foot of Main Street is said to have belonged to the old ship Canova, built about 1820.
7. The old wreck, visible at very low tides, on Water Street, above the ship-yard, was probably that of a British transport of 1779.
When you visit Castine make the Pentagoet Hotel your home while there. The house is conducted on the very best of principles.
Everything is very neat, and table good all the year round.
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BAR HARBOR, MOUNT DESERT.
To fitly describe the special features of Mount Desert and its surroundings would necessitate the employment of great poetic fancy to
convey to the reader an adequate idea of the odd yet beautiful features of this mountain-crowned isle. Tall mountain peaks rising abruptly from
the sea upon the one side, yet with heavily timbered slopes stretching downward to and surrounding some clear lake, whose mirrored surface
pictures the encircling cliffs, are features here, for at no other place on the Atlantic Coast is presented such a combination of scenery. Blending
in one grand picture are mountain and sea, frowning precipice, and gentle, smiling meadows, swelling ocean, dashing into foam its billows ’gainst
the mighty crags rising seaward, which have withstood these assaults of nature for centuries, and smooth mountain lakes, sheltered by the
surrounding shores, so clear, so pure, that the finny tribe sporting in the waters “ five fathoms deep ” are plainly discernible from the surface.
Upon Mount Desert the traveller may, in one short hour, pass from the gay whirl of society into silent and shadowy glens, where the voices of
nature are undisturbed, or to a rock-bound shore, where the restless waves of old ocean break with ceaseless music. Few indeed are the
attractions which the nature-loving visitor cannot discover on or about Mount Desert. Here are mountains for climbing, and streams affording
fine trout-fishing. Yachtsmen can here find a broad expanse of ocean stretching away without barrier; or, following the coast, he may embark
upon a voyage of discovery with the assurance of finding many out-of-the-way nooks and corners, which will amply reward the venture. The
artist, the historian, the dreamer may each find here that which suits his taste. Here the invalid finds an invigorating atmosphere far different
from the sea air of the lowlands. Extreme changes of temperature are here unknown. The record of government observations places the
average height of the thermometer for the summer months of June, July, August, and September at about seventy degrees during the warmest
hours, while at night it was not above sixty-four degrees. The weather is always delightfully cool by day, while blankets are always a necessary
comfort during the warmest nights.
With mind fully occupied by the pleasures of the island or its summer cities, breathing the air which is itself a medicine, engaging in
healthful outdoor exercises, in tennis, canoeing, boating, yachting, riding or driving, which are never so popular as here, the Mount Desert tourist
must derive great benefit from the outing, while the pleasure also derived goes without saying. The edicts of fashion are held in abeyance upon
these happy shores, and all along the line, from Kittery Point to Quoddy Head, the costumes of tourists, both ladies and gentlemen, are typical
of this life of pleasure and unrestraint. Thus at Bar Harbor, the centre of travel to Mount Desert, the dress suit, hat, shoes, and linen of the
city gentleman give way to the flannel, belt-circled blouse, knickerbockers, tennis shoes, and Tam O’Shanter, while the ladies, attired in easy-fitting
dresses, with shoes of same pattern as above, escorted by the gallants in flannels, sail, fish, canoe and tennis, climb mountains, or to the top of
the sea-girt headlands, to spend hours in the delightful pastime here termed “ rocking,” which consists of a genial sun-bath, while fanned by the
cool breezes from the sea, watching the busy scene presented by the many craft in the harbor, arriving and departing at all hours, doing very
little save lazily enjoying the time and talking very much. Necessarily to thoroughly enjoy “rocking” it must be coupled with its
accompaniment, “ towing,” for a third party rather disconcerts the pleasure. And yet the conventional dress is there, and Bar Harbor in the
evening puts on a different guise. The larger hotels — there are twenty of them — are thronged with guests; distinguished men from every
quarter, statesmen, diplomats, the members of more than one foreign legation, young men of fortune, and young men of brains, mingle with
ever-changing parties upon the hotel verandas, or mingle in the dance through the dimly lighted halls, which each hotel provides. With them
and about them are the belles of a hundred American cities, with faces browned by the salt sea air and aglow with color, the certain and sure
result of Mount Desert life. Nightly hops are the rule, each hotel alternating in forming the scene of festivities. Fashionable life is here at its
gayest and brightest, and all the attractions lent by wealth and beauty to any scene are centered here.
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PHILLIPS POND, AND VILLAGE IN THE DISTANCE.
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RANGELEY LAKE.
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Other resorts upon Mount Desert Island, and upon the numerous peninsulas extending from the mainland far into Frenchman's Bay ("Bay
Française" of old), are Northeast Harbor, Southwest Harbor, Seal Harbor, Sorrento (rivaling even Bar Harbor in rapidity of its growth, and
where many of the finest cottages of this region stand), Winter Harbor, Sullivan Harbor, and others, each putting on its best apparel, and each
vieing with each in offering attractions to tourists, and all are reflecting some of the effulgence of their neighbor, Bar Harbor.
Eastward again, beyond Mount Desert and its bustling environs, lie the Maine coast towns of Millbridge, Jonesport, and Machiasport,
leading in their order to Passamaquoddy Bay and the border of the United States.

W

The Androscoggin and Rangeley Lakes.
The chain of lakes known as the Androscoggin Lakes lie near the western boundary of Maine, in Franklin and Oxford counties. The
lower lake of the chain, Umbagog, is more than half in Coos County, New Hampshire. The lakes are known severally as Oquossoc, Cupsuptic,
Mooselucmaguntic, Molechunkamunk, Welokennebacook, and Umbagog. These six lakes are all connected by narrows or streams, forming one
continuous water communication for about fifty miles.
The country about the northern, southern, and eastern shores of Oquossoc, and the southern shore of Umbagog, also a small strip of land
along the valley of the Magalloway River, is partially cleared up, and some very good farms have been started ; all the rest of the country in the
lake region is an unbroken wilderness, known only by the hunter or lumberman. Game and fish in abundance are found through all the district,
and the number of adventurers who penetrate these rugged wilds in summer is every year on the increase. The mountains are well covered with
a growth of trees,—birch, beech, maple, ash, hemlock, spruce, fir, cedar, and pine, on the higher lands ; and along the courses of the streams,
almost impenetrable thickets of spruce, hemlock and cedar. The spruce affords the most valuable timber, which is run down the various streams
in the time of the spring freshets, and thence across the lakes. Sapling pine is quite common, but there is very little of the old growth, or
“ pumpkin pine,” as the natives call it, left.
Two other lakes, while lying at a distance from the main body, are connected with them by the rivers that form their outlets. Kennebago
Lake lies about eleven miles north of Oquossoc, as the road runs, and is connected with the chain by the Kennebago River, which serves as an
outlet for its waters. It empties into Rangeley Stream at Indian Rock. Kennebago is one of the prettiest lakes in the State of Maine, and
although it has a dam at the foot of it, it is not high enough to flow the shores much, and the natural beauty of the lake has not been materially
injured. It runs east and west, and is almost completely surrounded with high mountains. Its shores are thickly wooded, and there are several
nice sand beaches about it. Standing on the point at the head of the lake, the site of Snowman’s old camp, you obtain a fine view, embracing
nearly the entire sheet of water. On your left is Spotted Mountain, which descends to the water, and extends along the lake for several miles.
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On the right, a little ridge, known as Wild Cat Hill, serves to confine the water on that side. Beyond this is East Kennebago Mountain. West
Kennebago and Snow Mountains are also plainly to be seen from this point. Some of the most beautiful sunsets ever witnessed can be seen
at Kennebago Lake, and the view of lake and mountain from Snowman’s Point during the sun’s decline is superb. It would be simply an
impossibility to describe it. Kennebago is five or six miles long, and from a quarter of a mile to a mile and a half wide. Small steamers ply
upon it during the sporting season for the benefit of tourists and fishermen. Three miles above the lake is a pond, known as Little Kennebago,
where there is good fishing. A light-draught boat can be run up the stream between the lake and the pond without much difficulty. The Seven
Ponds, a great place for trout-fishing, are twelve miles north of Kennebago Lake, and may be reached easily by following up the stream from
Little Kennebago. Most people who go to Kennebago Lake do not leave until they have visited the falls on the Kennebago River. These are
situated a mile and a half from the outlet. The mile can be done in a boat; then you land at the head of the rapids, and after walking half a
mile through the woods you will reach the falls, which are more a series of heavy rapids than a regular fall, but they are well worth a visit.
Parmachenee Lake lies about fifty miles north of Umbagog, in a vast wilderness that extends for miles beyond the boundary between New
England and Canada. It is connected with the latter lake by the Magalloway River, which serves as its outlet, and empties into the
Androscoggin River two miles below Umbagog Lake. It is not so large as the most of the Androscoggin Lakes, but is a gem among them, and
has a peculiar beauty of its own. It is fast coming into notice with sportsmen and fishermen; its waters are filled with brook trout, and the
forest about it abounds with every variety of game, from the lively little squirrel to the lordly moose. The scenery in the locality is enchanting,
and being so far beyond the bound of civilization there is a charm and romance in visiting this lake that you will not meet with about the others.
Dixville Notch, the wildest mountain pass in New England, is in the western part of the Androscoggin Lakes region. It has not such high
walls as the Crawford Notch, but it is so much narrower, and its peaks are so Alpine in character, that its general appearance is far more striking
and interesting. As a show piece it is ahead of either the Crawford or Franconia Notches, but has not attained the celebrity of its White
Mountain rivals, simply from being less known. But the number of visitors to this wonderful scene of nature increases with each year, and the
time is not far distant when White Mountain tourists will think their trip incomplete without having seen the weird and romantic scenery that
charms and fascinates the beholder at Dixville Notch.
Nowhere in this country will the people afflicted with the “ camping-out ” fever find a more convenient or more pleasant place to gratify it
than the Androscoggin Lakes region. Here four of the indispensable requisites of tent life, viz., good, clear water, plenty of firewood, game,
and fish, are always to be found, and the cozy little nooks and charming spots on the shores of the lakes, or the banks of the streams, each and
all commanding some picturesque view, where one can pitch a tent, are simply innumerable.
The writer has tried “ camping-out ” for several seasons; and while he does not deny that there is a great deal of fun and enjoyment in it,
still he holds to the opinion that it is better and cheaper to stop at the camps about the lakes, and pay $2.00 to $2.50 per day for board, and be
sure of a comfortable bed at night and a roof over your head in a storm. The accommodations at one of these camps in the wilderness are so
different from what you meet with at home, that it has a novelty almost equal to tent life, with none of its disagreeable features. However
inspired people may be with life in the woods, they soon get tired of washing dishes, cooking meals, cutting wood, lugging water, and the
various routine of duty that is inseparable from life in a tent. But if you must “camp-out” take along one or two guides to do the work and
the cooking, and then you are free from care, and may hope for an enjoyable time if you have pleasant weather.
As the lakes are 1,500 feet above the level of the sea and entirely surrounded by mountains, the air is sharp and bracing, especially in June
and September, and visitors should always take an extra supply of clothing. Warm flannels and extra wraps are a real necessity, and will save
one a great deal of discomfort.
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RANGELEY LAKE.
Rangeley, or Oquossoc Lake, is conceded by all to be the gem of the chain of lakes forming the head waters of the Androscoggin River.
A trip on the lake should certainly be included in the outing of every visitor to this vicinity. One of the fine steamers, Irene or Mollychunkamunk, abbreviated “ The Molly,” leaves Rangeley, for the Mountain View House and outlet, morning and afternoon, making two round trips
daily. This gives ample time for short excursions on the Mooselucmaguntic and Cupsuptic Lakes from Haines Landing. When not engaged
one of the above steamers may be engaged for excursion parties. A steamer ride on the lake is enchanting; the ever-changing scenery is
beautiful. New peaks, of the many mountain ranges, are constantly rising to your view. The shores and foot-hills are dotted with numerous
summer cottages and farm-houses, thus breaking the monotony of a continual forest, although you have spread before you more than a hundred
square miles of woodland, in which the axe of the lumberman has scarcely made a mark. The lake is nine miles long from the inlet at Greenvale
to the outlet, and averages two miles wide. You pass Maneskootuk Island, the beautiful summer home of F. S. Dickson, Esq., of Philadelphia.
On the south shore of the lake Mr. Dickson and Mr. F. I. Maule, also of Philadelphia, own a two-mile strip of land; the location is fine. The
expectations are that some day this spot will open and blossom into a favorite summer resort, unequaled in all New England. They will be but
seven miles from the terminus of the Rumford Falls & Rangeley Lakes Railroad at Bemis. The fishing on Rangeley Lake has been improving
for the last few years, and excellent catches are now made every season.
Rangeley Lake House. This hotel, the largest in the region, is situated at the terminus of the Phillips & Rangeley Railroad, and near
the village of Rangeley. It is built upon a gently sloping cape, some three hundred feet distant from, and well elevated above the lake. The
views in all directions are especially fine. The broad sweep of the lake, the farms, the forests, the surrounding mountains, combine in forming
a picture of rare beauty. The house accommodates some 250 guests, is modern in all its appointments, and near the best fishing grounds. It is
a decided success under the excellent supervision of Mr. Marble, the President of the Rangeley Lakes Hotel Company. Rangeley being the
distributing point of this section, the importance of a first-class hotel, like the Rangeley Lake House, is at once apparent.
The elevation of this lake is about 2,000 feet above sea level. The pure air and sparkling spring water make it a most desirable place to
pass a summer’s outing. Bald Head, previously mentioned, is a mountain easy to climb, a good path having been cut to the top, and the view
is wonderful. It is proposed to build a log camp on its summit and erect a tower near by, so that parties can camp over night to witness the
sunrise, and from the tower obtain a view in all directions without going from one place to another to look through the trees.

KENNEBAGO

LAKE.

In the most central part of Rangeley’s wilderness, eight miles from that beautiful village, on fair Oquossoc’s shore, lies Kennebago Lake.
At the terminus of the buckboard route is the Kennebago Lake House, so well and favorably known by all frequenters. Here you can remain
and enjoy all the comforts of a first-class hotel; you have a daily mail from Rangeley; everything for the excellent table comes in fresh each
day, and Richardson Brothers, the proprietors, will entertain you right royally. If you desire a rougher, camp life they have furnished camps
scattered about the region, at the numerous ponds and down the lake, where you can enjoy a more primitive life and be as much in the
wilderness as though civilization was fifty miles away. The lake is full of trout, you have only to cast a fly and the waters are fairly alive. There
is absolutely no dull time for trout in Kennebago Lake, they are always present. The scenery is magnificent, the two Kennebagos, east and
west, stand like sentinels guarding their queen of lakes. An unbroken forest is all the eye can see, extending far beyond Ed. Grant’s Seven
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Pond Camps, till the dim outlines of the boundary mountains shut out the view. Beautiful Kennebago, it is not to be wondered at that you are
called enchanting. A steamer plies back and forth, and at the foot of the lake the captain will take you to see a wonderful sight — a genuine
beaver dam. Here the industrious animals are working right along ; cut away a section of their dam and in the morning it is found again intact.
A mile down the stream are the picturesque Kennebago Falls, none handsomer in the State. Two or three private cottages have been built on
the lake shore near the foot, where the proprietors pass many pleasant weeks of summer. From the foot of the lake you can row up the stream
to Little Kennebago, which nestles quietly among the hills which surround it. Still further up the stream and you reach Seven Pond Camps
where Ed. Grant, the noted guide and hunter, soothsayer and truth-sayer, interests, amuses, and charms all comers.

MOOSELOOKMEGUNTIC HOUSE.
The Mooselookmeguntic House, at Haines Landing, located in the central part of the famous chain of Rangeley Lakes, commanding one
of the most extensive and attractive views in the country, offers to the tourist and summer sojourner a most desirable home for the vacation
season. Having an elevation of 2,000 feet above the sea, this hotel assures absolute cure to the sufferer from hay fever. This disease is
unknown to this locality. The air is dry and invigorating and a breeze from the lake makes the house and surrounding grounds cool during the
hottest of summer days.
Mooselookmeguntic Lake is surely the “ home of the big trout,” and some of the best fishing grounds are in the near vicinity of the hotel.
Records of trout taken by guests of this hotel are unsurpassed in America. It is but a little more than a mile across the carry to Rangeley Lake,
which also affords excellent trout and salmon fishing. Not far away are Cupsuptic, Loon, and Kennebago Lakes, Quimby, Round, and Dodge
Ponds, and ponds and streams in all directions teeming with trout and frequented with deer and moose, while the forests in the near vicinity of
the hotel furnish excellent bird shooting, and deer are very plenty. The location of the Mooselookmeguntic House affords its guests
opportunities of visiting the many places of interest in the lake region. Delightful carriage drives and steamboat excursions are enjoyed by
parties from the hotel. Sportsmen have found this hotel just the place to leave their families while they have taken short excursions to desirable
hunting and fishing grounds. Nowhere in New England can parties find a more delightful place for pleasure, health and recreation. Last
season this hotel was purchased by parties from Washington, D. C., completely remodelled and extensive improvements made, and is in charge
of one of the best known landlords in the country, Theo. L. Page, who for years has been famous at the Senate cafe.
Parties leaving Washington at 4.30 p. m. arrive at Haines Landing at 7 p. m. the following day; leaving Boston at 9 a. m., via Boston &
Maine, Maine Central, and Rumford Falls & Rangeley Lakes Railroads, and steamer, arrive at Haines Landing at 7 p. m. the same day; or,
via Maine Central, Sandy River, and Phillips & Rangeley Railroads, steamer and carry, arrive at Haines Landing about the same time. Guests
at the hotel have the advantage of two daily mails from Boston, telephone and telegraph connections.

PLEASANT ISLAND CAMPS.
The only lake of the Rangeley chain now in the primeval forest is in the hunting and fishing country controlled by Billy Soule in the extreme
northwest part of the State. The advantages of this country are its easy accessibility and the unsurpassed facilities for all lovers of the gun and
rod. Here one may have all the comforts of a first-class hotel, or can camp in the wilderness. The Home Camps, on Pleasant and Birch Islands,
have been fitted with all that is conducive to comfort. From these camps as headquarters sportsmen can make short trips, and can always be
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sure of a warm, dry camp at night, as Billy Soule has built these outlying camps on all the ponds and best hunting and fishing grounds. The
Cupsuptic Lake is noted for its large trout, regular square-tailed brook trout, which have been caught here up to 9 1/4 pounds in weight.
The brooks and ponds near by are stocked with smaller trout, so there is no excuse for any sportsman not getting all the fish he desires, either
by fly-fishing or trolling. The deer are everywhere, and few hunters fail to get their game during the season. Notwithstanding the fact that
there are probably a hundred deer shot in this country each season, the supply instead of decreasing seems to be increasing. Moose and caribou
are found above the “ Big Falls.” Moderate prices and courteous treatment are the rules. Billy Soule can furnish all boats, guides and
necessities for camping parties.
For easy accessibility this region has no equal. The most desirable way for parties to reach here from New York or the West and South is
to leave New York in the early evening, on Tuesday, Thursday or Saturday, via the Maine Steamship Company’s line of elegant steamers,
arriving in Portland the next evening; taking the Maine Central train next morning; or leave Boston in the evening, all through the season, by
the Boston & Maine R. R.’s fine palace sleepers, arriving at Portland at eleven, same night ; or take the palatial steamers of the Portland
Steam Packet Co., at the same time have a beautiful sail out of the harbor, enjoy a good night’s rest, and arrive in Portland in season to connect
with the same train for Rangeley. Here (Portland) take the Maine Central R. R. for Rangeley; Maine Central to Farmington, Sandy River
R. R. to Phillips, thence per Phillips & Rangeley R. R. through a beautiful region. At Rangeley change to the steamer and have a delightful
sail down the lake, then a ride on a good turnpike one and one-half miles to Haines Landing, where Capt. Billy Soule’s steamers meet you —
a beautiful sail of four miles to Pleasant Island Camps, arriving there at 5 p. m. If one does not care to travel by night, he can leave Boston in
the morning by the Boston & Maine R. R. The same connections are made to Rangeley, then take steamer and arrive at camp at 10 a. m. Or
parties can be met by teams at Rangeley, when notice is given by mail, and drive to Haines Landing; then take steamer and arrive at camp at
10 p. m., or from Portland by Maine Central R. R. to a connection with Portland and Rumford Falls road to Bemis, thence by steamers to
Pleasant Island Camps. Daily mail to and from Boston. Telephone from Haines Landing to telegraph office at Rangeley. Telegraph from
Rangeley to all points. For further information address Billy Soule, Haines Landing, Rangeley, Me., who refers to the following gentlemen :
Mr. D. W. Heseltine, Portland, Me., Mr. Harry Dutton, Boston, Mass., Messrs. Dame, Stoddard & Kendall, Boston, Mass., Dr. J. P. Brooks,
Providence, R. L, C. E. Billings, Hartford, Conn., T. J. Conroy, New York, N. Y., Messrs. Appleton & Bassett, Boston, Mass.

DEAD RIVER REGION.
The Dead River region has no equal in the world as a hunting and fishing country. It is the hunter’s and angler’s paradise. Nowhere is
there a spot so inviting in its surroundings; so free from miasmatic influences, where man may enjoy this health-giving sport and not deny
himself any of the luxuries of civilization. Lost to the outside world for the moment he finds no lack of the ordinary conveniences that
characterize society. A warm camp protects him from inclement weather, comfortable beds invite him to woo the drowsy god when tired out
from his day’s sport. Those desiring to visit these famous hunting and fishing grounds should leave the Sandy River Railroad at Strong and
take the Franklin and Megantic for Carrabasset. This is the shortest route to Eustis by half an hour. It is not hotels, but real log-cabins, that
one finds at Tim Pond, Round Mountain Lake, Deer Pond, King and Bartlett Camps, Blakesley Camps, Camp Jack, Kibby Camps, Chain Ponds,
and Spring Lake. Over a buckboard road you must go for eight, ten, or fifteen miles, not with one of those fancy buckboards such as are used
at Bar Harbor, but a real, genuine buckboard, which will take you over rocks, big and small, or stumps of huge pine trees cut years ago, pull you
out of mud holes, or across deep, quick streams. Sportsmen know what a buckboard road is, but never mind such a little thing if they are going
after, and sure of finding, trout, game, health and happiness. All through this region are hundreds of ponds or lakes, and each year some new
one is being discovered, as more and more through the wilderness roam the sportsman and his guide. It is no uncommon sight to watch, as I
have done, deer quietly feeding by the shore of the streams or ponds. — Editor.
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BIG FALLS ON THE CUPSUPTIC.
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QUIMBY LAKE.
THIS BEAUTIFUL LAKE IS SITUATED A SHORT DISTANCE FROM RANGELEY LAKE.
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SMALL FALLS, SANDY RIVER, RANGELEY REGION.

CAMP WINTER, LOCATED AT THE KING AND BARTLETT LAKES.
Reached by B. & M. R. R., M. C. R. R., Sandy River Railroad, and Phillips & Rangeley Railroad.
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TIM POND AND CAMPS, DEAD RIVER REGION.
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KENNEBAGO FALLS, EIGHT MILES FROM RANGELEY.
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NO OIL PAINTING—IT IS FROM LIFE-A BEAUTY. SHOT BY WESTON TOOTHAKER, WEST PHILLIPS. PLENTY FOR ALL SPORTSMEN,
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To go there two routes are open to the traveler. One, over the Sandy River and Phillips & Rangeley Railroads as far as Dead River
Station, about five miles from Rangeley; thence about two and one-half hours’ ride by Green’s line of coaches, via Stratton, to Eustis. The
other is the same route over Sandy River Railroad as far as Strong; thence by the Franklin & Megantic narrow gauge to the healthful and
enterprising village of Kingfield, an ideal place for summer visitors; thence, without change of cars, over the Kingfield extension to Jerusalem—
not the ancient, but a modern place, known as Carrabasset. From Kingfield the route is up the charming valley and along the banks of the
Carrabasset river, with the towering forms of Mt. Abram on the left and Mt. Bigelow dead ahead. The road is a gentle incline, straight and
smooth, and the ride a pleasure not soon forgotten. From this point it is about two and one-half hours’ ride by Rackliff’s line of coaches, via
Stratton, to Eustis. Or, if Flagstaff be the objective point, by Wing & Son’s line of coaches, via Lower Dead River, to Flagstaff.
Carrabasset House and Ledge House and cabins, J. G. Harlow, Carrabasset. The former is at the terminus of the Franklin & Megantic
Railroad, surrounded by game-forests and trout-brooks. It is run in connection with the latter, which are some six miles distant. These
localities are especially good for fall shooting, and have been for some years famous as the “ stamping ground ” for caribou. First-class
accommodations for sportsmen.
Green’s Farm-house and camps, I. W. Green, proprietor, are situated half-way from Dead River Station to Eustis, where the coach stops for
a change of horses and where supper is served. This is a place where sportsmen and summer visitors delight to tarry. The two camps are
especially fine ones. Here is found refinement even in the backwoods, and patrons are sure of the kindliest treatment, every luxury at the table,
and all the. attractions of this picturesque region.
Hotel Blanchard, Durrell Bros., Stratton, is an inviting little home for sportsmen and the traveling public, at the quiet, healthful village
of Stratton.
Lake House, B. E. Hammond; Wing’s Hotel, L. F. Wing, at Flagstaff, offer many inducements to the sportsman and tourist. The
immediate vicinity furnishes fine stream and lake fishing. The village, though small, is on historic ground. Here it was that Arnold, —not
then a traitor, — with his footsore and disheartened troops, called a halt, put up a staff, and unfurled the American flag. Hence the name.
Wing & Son’s Camp, Wing & Son, Flagstaff. This camp is only three and one-half miles from Flagstaff Village by a good road. Within
half a mile is the famous Jo Pokeam Bog, a big-game resort. Fine fishing.
Spring Lake. This is a comparatively new resort, possessing many interesting features. It is some eight miles from Flagstaff. The first
three miles are over a good carriage road. The remainder of the trip is over a narrow-guage railroad, all of wood, — ties, rails, car and all, —
the motive power being a staunch horse. A ride through a Maine wilderness on such a queer horse-car, up-hill and down, across valleys and
over streams, is like the adventures in Hans Andersen’s fairy tales. This trip is much enjoyed by ladies, as they can make it with ease and
safety and thereby avoid the jostling of a buckboard. The region offers rare and varied sport. The camps are new and kept by Mr. A. B.
Douglass, son of the noted Dead River guide and huntsman, and a “ chip of the old block,” — an expert in wood-craft and a genial host.
Eustis is the distributing point for this vast fish and game region. Two comfortable hotels offer generous hospitality to the in-going and
out-coming sportsmen: The Shaw House, E. B. Lambert; The Coburn House, Stephen Quint. From this point buckboard roads and trails
diverge, leading to all quarters of this wild and romantic play-ground.
Tim Pond, about ten miles from Eustis, is one of the most charming retreats in the woods of Maine. The scenery is superb, and the
fly-fishing cannot be excelled. More than 2,000 feet above sea level, fed by cold springs and streams, the condition of the water is such that
the trout come to the fly every day throughout the season. The pond covers about two thousand acres. Mr. Julian K. Viles has several log
cabins upon its shore where sportsmen may pass a happy vacation in this far-away elysium.
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Chain of Ponds, about twelve miles from Eustis, are reached by a good trail, or by a most delightful canoe trip up the river. What has
been said or written concerning the charms of other sections of this vast region applies as well to Chain of Ponds. They are included within
the territory of the Megantic Club, whose headquarters are at Spider Lake, across the Canadian border. The club, — whose purpose is the
propagation of fish and game and the discouragement of illegitimate sporting, — is composed largely of gentlemen from other states. They
receive, however, from the people of Maine a hearty welcome and kindly encouragement in their commendable enterprise. Some 250 square
miles of the finest sporting territory in the world are included in their preserve.
Round Mountain Lake, about ten miles from Eustis, has many ardent admirers. Nestling in Nature’s cradle hewn from the sturdy
mountains, its covering the fleecy, floating clouds, it is truly “a thing of beauty and a joy forever.” Mr. Edgar Smith has a series of well-kept
and inviting camps on its shore. The. best fishing throughout the season and game in abundance. Happy the tourist or sportsman who sojourns
at this ideal retreat.
Deer Pond, as its name suggests, is a natural rendezvous for deer and all other big game. It is about eight miles from Eustis on the King
and Bartlett road, and is a favorite place for fly-fishing. Mr. W. W. Douglass has several camps on its shore, and visitors may be sure of rare
sport while enjoying his hospitality.
Blakesley Camps, some four miles from King and Bartlett, on a branch of the Spencer, from their remote situation, have a peculiar charm
to many. Certain it is that the locality is not lacking in its resources of fish and game. The camps are new, and guests may be sure of
generous treatment on the part of Mr. W. S. Emery, the proprietor.
King and Bartlett and Spencer Stream. The King and Bartlett Preserve covers an area of 50,000 acres in the wilds of northwestern
Maine. This vast territory, studded with mountains, dotted with lakes and ponds, and veined with rivers and streams, probably is not excelled
as a sporting region by any other in the world. Here Mr. Harry M. Pierce entertains right royally. His camps are open from May 1st to
January 1st. They are situated about sixteen miles from Eustis, in a most charming spot on the shore of the lake. Right here, there, and
everywhere on the preserve the sport begins. Four miles away Big Spencer Lake, nine miles long, is famous for trout and large togue. No
better trout-fishing in the world than at Spencer Stream, two and one-half miles away. On every hand are ponds and streams, alive with fish,
and bogs and lagoons where game abounds. Mr. Pierce has comfortable camps at various points throughout the preserve for the use of
individuals or parties. Here in a silence and solitude unbroken save by the denizens of the deep woods, — the hoot of the owl, the snort of the
frightened deer, the hoarse bellow of the moose, — man is conscious of an influence stealing in upon him, lifting him out of his own narrow,
dyspeptic self, to a broader, nobler, and healthier plane of existence.
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MOUNT KINEO.
Poets have sung and artists have painted the charms of Mount Kineo, but every one who visits this charming retreat declares with the
Queen of Sheba that “the half was not told me.” It is situated half-way up Moosehead Lake — the largest sheet of fresh water in New England
— and is in the northwestern part of Maine. It is the head of the beautiful Kennebec River, and more than 1,000 feet above the sea level.
Kineo is a bold promontory, rising more than 1,000 feet right up out of the eastern shore of the lake —
“ A precipice
That seems a fragment of some mighty wall,
Built by the hand that fashioned the old world
To separate its nations.”

Just under the shadow of the mountain, on a plateau which looks as though it were made for a magnificent hotel site, stands the far-famed
Mount Kineo House. From its broad piazza is an unequaled view for more than 20 miles. Such a sight as is here unfolded it is worth crossing
continents to behold. The hotel is of modern construction and convenience. The diningroom is 100 by 51 feet, and seats 400 guests. The
house is steam heated, has gas, modern fire escapes, steam elevator, bath rooms, electric bells, billiard rooms, telegraph and post-office, and in
fact it has all the accommodations of the best equipped summer house. A handsome music room is one of the charming features of the house,
where the guests are entertained during the season by a first-class orchestra. Kineo, from its high latitude and great elevation above the
surrounding country, has attained a great reputation as a health resort. To those fatigued with business cares or broken in health it is indeed a
glad retreat. Those who suffer with that terrible malady, hay fever, never know the least inconvenience from that disease at Kineo. The spot
boasts of pure air, pure water, balsamic airs, wafted from the great pine forests which encircle the place. The ascent of the mountain is a
charm never to be forgotton. Then there are other points of interest: Pebble Beach, The Cliff, Devil’s Delight, The Hatching Works, Moody’s
Island, etc. For those who wish to explore the country further, the “Kineo ” and other steamers are at hand to convey parties to the Outlet,
Socatean, Northeast Carry, or any point on the lake. Sportsmen know that the Mount Kineo House is in the heart of the hunting and fishing
grounds of this region, at the gateway to the headwaters of the Penobscot and the great Maine wilderness. Here are boats, birch canoes, and
guides, as well as supplies of every kind needed in the woods. A carriage road extends through the woods to the base of Mount Kineo, where
is a stairway to make the ascent of the mountain safe and easy. A delightful trip which all should take is the charming drive of five miles to
Deer Head Farm — past the magnificent mountain, which towers 1,000 feet above in all its grandeur; past Pebble Beach, then through the
evergreens, and hundreds of acres of picturesque forests ; through charming valleys, past bold headlands commanding beautiful views of the
lake, wooded hills, and mountains beyond. The terminus of the drive is Deer Head Farm, where Nature has been lavish with her treasures in
superb views of lake, mountain and valley scenery, and as pure water as she ever brewed in her laboratory. Saddle horses and buckboards are
always in readiness. The annex, containing thirty-six rooms, and the Winter Hotel are ready for company as soon as the lake opens. The
rooms are all light, pleasant and easy of access. The fact that the house is under the same management as for more than twenty years past, is,
to old patrons, a sufficient guaranty that the table and service generally will be of the best. For further information, address O. A. Dennen,
Manager, Kineo, Maine, or New York Office, No. 3 Park Place, New York.
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KINEO HOUSE, MOOSEHEAD LAKE, ME.
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NORTH BAY SHORE AND SHAW MOUNTAIN.

TABLE ROCK AND CLIFF, MOOSEHEAD LAKE.
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VIEW FROM MOUNT KINEO, MOOSEHEAD LAKE.
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LOBSTER LAKE, IN MOOSEHEAD LAKE, ME.
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THE RESULT OF ONE DAY’S TROUT FISHING AT KINEO, MOOSEHEAD LAKE.

107

C. S. COOK’S CAMPS ON BIRCH ISLAND, HOLEB LAKE.—Reached by the Bangor & Aroostook R. R.

and

C. P. R. R.

IN THE MAINE FOREST.
Glimpse at the Privileges and Possibilities of the Wonderful Region of Health and Happiness.

AINE is famed, far and wide, as the State of summer resorts, and has well earned the title of the “Nation’s Playground”; and not alone
the Nation’s, but she well deserves the broader name of the “Land of the World’s Health,” since it is to her hospitable firesides that
visitors from every land and every clime come, seeking health and recreation in her boundless store of both, beneficently breathed forth
upon all within reach, rich and poor, sick and well, tired and full of life; all may enjoy Nature’s beneficence as she showers it upon those found
within the borders of Maine, the “Sportsman’s Paradise.” If this last title — because of which so many sportsmen turn with longing eyes
toward this State at the first breaking up of the ice or the report of the first rifle shot in the fall—can be applied to one section of Maine’s game
land more than to another, it would seem to belong to the Wilderness of the Northeast, opened to the thousands of sportsmen of the world
through the enterprise of the Bangor & Aroostook Railroad, a region fairly teeming with the most desirable fish and game. With a record in
track building and successful operation second to none in the world, this railroad has steadily built onward into the very heart of the enormous
timber belt which separates this State from its provincial cousins “the other side of the line,” until now, with branches and divisions, it almost
completely encircles a belt of territory in which any other of the New England states might almost be hidden away beyond discovery by those
unacquainted with the intricate and devious paths that wind through the virgin forests of Aroostook, Northern Penobscot, Piscataquis and
Somerset counties. One of the reasons for the wonderful amount of fish that swim in Maine waters is the fact that so large a proportion of this
State’s territory is covered with waters deep, and in several cases of great extent, the home of the gamy speckled trout and salmon, while the
togue, pickerel, bass, and other lesser fish in the estimation of the angler, also abound in the same or adjacent bodies of water. One of the
grandest lakes in the United States, outside the great lakes, is Moosehead, the “Queen of Inland Resorts.” This great body of water, forty miles
in length and at various points many miles wide, is famous the world over for its incomparable scenery, a sail over it giving one an ever-changing
view of lofty mountains, beautiful bays, and lesser indentations along its shores, the line of forest broken now and again by some cozy log camp
or cottage, or by the handsome hotels built at various points along its shores. Of course the Kineo House, second to none in Eastern Maine
and second in the hearts of its regular visitors to none in the world, is the principal hotel in this section, and none who visit this famous lake
have completed their privileges if they have failed to climb to the summit of Kineo, the stern old mountain whose head so proudly towers far above
the waters of North Bay. At this famous lake such a disease as hay fever is unknown save by reputation, and the sufferer from that annoyance
is secure from all possibility of it if he stays at Moosehead through the period of customary affection. And while this is, perhaps, the most com.
mon ill from which the human race is most surely safe while at Moosehead, the natural features of this great lake, its air, pure water in springs
which abound all about, fish, game, and other incentives to an outdoor existence, all aid in making it a place which, once visited, is forever in the
heart of the visitor; and sad indeed does that one count himself who is prevented from repeating his first visit again and again to this beautiful
terminus of the Piscataquis division of the B. & A. R. R. On its way, too, this division of the railroad passes within easy reach of Sebec Lake,
a very popular resort for salmon fishermen, and connects with the Monson Railroad, which takes one to Lakes Hebron and Onawa; while the
country beyond Moosehead is fairly dotted with charming little lakes and ponds, out of which run leaping, laughing brooks, all alive with the
gamiest of fish.
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LAKE HEBRON, ME.

110

P. H. RANDALL’S CAMPS, LOCATED ON PLEASANT RIVER, TWELVE MILES FROM KATAHDIN IRON WORKS, TWO MILES ABOVE THE GULF.
Reached by_the Bangor & Aroostook Railroad.

MOUNT KATAHDIN—Reached

by the

B. & A. R. R.

CHAIRBACK MOUNTAIN CAMPS, ALBERT BROWN, PROPRIETOR. SITUATED ON LONG POND, SEVEN MILES FROM KATAHDIN IRON WORKS.
Reached by the Maine Central R. R. and Bangor & Aroostook R. R.
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GULF LOWER JAW, KATAHDIN.

Reached by the Bangor & Aroostook R. R.

But all this is so well known to the hundreds of thousands who have for so many years loved to spend their summer outing in this part of
the State, that it seems almost unnecessary to say more concerning the region reached by this division of a railroad which has opened up such a
marvelous paradise for the sportsman, the scientific student of nature, the camera sportsman and the tourist, by means of the more than 200 miles
of railway built toward the northern boundary of this State. To the traveler whose accustomed railroad riding has been through the more thickly
populated states, where he would see every now and then great cities and along the way well-kept and comfortable farms, it is an altogether new
experience to board a B. & A. train at the station in Bangor and be whirled away into the indefinite region which he may have heard referred to
as the “ New Northeast.” For a considerable time he sees little that is different from the average railroad through a farming and lumbering
region, but as his train leaves farther behind the point where the Moosehead division was seen stretching away to the left, he finds the iron horse
bearing him through a dense wilderness, forests upon every hand, and but an occasional small settlement of houses and camps at the various
stations. Could he rise above the cars and look over the tops of the trees which line the way, he would see only a limitless expanse of green and
waving tree tops, perhaps broken now and again by the gleaming waters of a lake or cut by the silver thread of some river, the “railways” of
the aboriginals and the paths over which the sportsman loves most, in his canoe, to travel. On, and still on, speeds the iron horse, awaking the
silence of the forest with the echoes of hoarse whistles announcing an approach to some curve, switch, or crossing, and deeper into the woods
one goes, one’s personal insignificance emphasized by the vastness of Nature’s works on every hand. If perchance the traveler’s goal is Ashland,
that city in the woods, he will really find himself wondering how the hardy and enduring settlers who cut the first tree and threw up the first
“lean-to ” in this wilderness had the courage to go so far from their fellowmen for a home, or how they found their way out again after they got
there. Where a few years ago it was a matter of weeks to even get as far from Bangor as Ashland, to say nothing of the return, one may now
leave this city in the morning and be in Ashland in season for dinner. Thus the push and enterprise of man, aided by the locomotive, provides
a way from the very “ Hub of the Universe ” to the heart of the wildest wilderness in the east—all the way in comfortable cars, even a Pullman
much of the way, leaves one at the gateway of the gameland of Maine. At Ashland the traveler changes his means of travel to a wagon, and
is driven, after a good hearty dinner at one of the hotels there, to the outlying lakes, in all probability to Portage, where he embarks in the canoe
which is to be his home for so large a portion of the time he shall spend in the woods. And now it is good-by to civilization, a last glimpse
of which is the team disappearing down the road toward Ashland, and he sets his face toward the trackless forest. Who can portray the joys of a
canoe ride through the multitudinous lakes of this region ? It must be a far more facile pen than the writer’s, which can bring before one the
sensations of the true sportsman, as, with entire confidence in his guide, his lungs expanding with a delicious sense of freedom and purity as they
draw in deep draughts of the life-giving oxygen, he settles himself in the canoe, the romantic craft of the original owners of all this vast domain,
and whose descendant is, perhaps, wielding the paddle that so swiftly and yet so noiselessly propels him onward. It seems as if the guide’s
powerful arms never tired as they swing the paddle, and in spite of the delights of Nature all about, one is, after his long ride, almost inclined to
yield to the dreamy sensations of the hour, and lulled by the lapping of the water against the canvas or bark sides of the canoe, drift off into
dreamland—but a speckled beauty that must have weighed at least five or six pounds breaks water off to the left! and the sportsman is on the
alert henceforth, the poet of his nature to lie dormant until, with wreaths of smoke curling up from his pipe, he rests from the efforts of the day
before the cheerful camp fire. It may be that the sportsman is not intending to go so far into the woods, and takes the Katahdin Iron Works
branch, going into the woods about Katahdin Iron Works, and shooting or fishing in and around the numberless ponds that are all through that
vicinity, or along the beautiful Pleasant River and through the wild and rugged Gulf Hagus. Or he may have gone still farther up the main line
and disembarked at some one of the several stations where the road touches the Penobscot River and its branches, which all about here are
widened into lovely lakes, where splendid fishing is to be had for the seeking. As one leaves the cars at Twin Dam the most prominent feature
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plenty of these trout at peters' camps, above katahdin iron works, me.

P. H, RANDALL’S CAMPS, WEST BRANCH PONDS.—Located Above
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of the landscape is grand old Mount Katahdin, keeping watch like a great sentinel at the gateway where the waters of the north, swelling into
one great torrent, pour through the natural gateway that lets the Penobscot River through to the lower lakes, tumbling in grand cascades and
foaming rapids to the lower levels. Sixteen miles may one sail on these lakes toward the foot of this most mighty of Maine’s mountains, beyond
which point a succession of carries and canoe trips bring one as near to the foot of Katahdin as man may go by water. If it be in the fall the
visitor will wonder, almost, where so many sportsmen came from, and if, indeed, there will be any safety for one to go into the woods, as he sees
the men in full hunting regalia pouring from the train at every stop along this part of the road, for more deer were shipped from Norcross and
more caribou from Stacyville than from any other stations on the entire system, although the largest list of moose for the season came from
Greenville, the terminus of the Moosehead division. Indeed, the whole number of deer shipped from Norcross for the season of 1896 was 503,
which represents but a small part of the large total secured. The lakes here, as all over the section reached by the B. & A. system, are fairly
alive with the gamiest of game fish, and most happy indeed would Sir Isaac himself have been could he have courted Nature on the shores and
surfaces of these beautiful lakes of Maine, where she is usually in her most charming moods. The Twin Lakes, Schoodic, Seboois,
Pamedumcook, Ambejejus, and the others which go to make up the lower Penobscot River Lakes, are one everlasting source of delight and
pleasure to the visitor, who may use them for a highway over which to reach Nahmakanta, Rainbow, and others of the lakes which tempt the
angler to continue his fascinating sport, even when he is actually tired from the long-continued exercise of playing the finny beauties. No more
delightful outing has been or can be conceived than a canoe trip up these lakes and the greater ones yet farther up the noble Penobscot; past,
and possibly including a climb to the summit of lofty Katahdin; through the windings of the river to Chesuncook, and then on, perhaps to
Moosehead by the way of the river and carry; or, turning to the north, follow the wonderful trip through the Allegash and St. John waters, the
beauties of which must be seen to be appreciated. At every pool along the way may be seen, outlined clear and distinct against the sandy
bottom, the piscatorial beauties for which this river and its tributaries are so sought, as from time to time the rippling waters part suddenly as
one of these fish, in play or search of food, breaks its way into the upper air, and, suspended for one brief instant above the water, arouses the
keenest instinct of the Waltonite as he casts his seductive flies upon the spot where the fish broke water. Andas the canoe glides along, now
swiftly under the guide’s vigorous paddling, and again floating with the current, timid but curious game of all kinds, large and magnificent moose,
the graceful deer, or occasional lumbering bear, gazes in wonder from the shores of the river at these strange creatures who have invaded their
forest home. The musical calls of the feathered songsters are heard on every hand, mingling with the discordant notes of the less favored birds,
while if one lands and walks through the forests, the whirrs on every hand prove the presence of that delicate game bird so common to Maine,
the ruffed grouse. Unfortunate, indeed, is the sportsman tourist who has neglected to provide himself with that modern aid to delightful travel,
the camera, since by its use he may take home to admiring friends actual proof of the wonders of this great wonderland of Maine, and from the
negatives thus secured give himself a book of notes that will prove far more potent in years to come than the most voluminous memoranda
concerning the places which he has visited. It may be that the traveler has started from the other extremity of the route, and from Moosehead
has crossed the Northeast Carry, whence he sails down, instead of up, the river. Then, and then only, can he taste the fullest delights of a
canoe trip, when his frail bark is hurried swiftly down over some treacherous rapids, and only the skill of his canoeman keeps them from being
hurled into the seething torrent, which in fact occasionally happens, in spite of the guide’s strong right arm. The sportsman who fails to provide
for such a possibility, by carrying a waterproof case for his negatives, is in a sorry plight on such an occasion, since his cherished views are,
without a second’s warning, created into a “ negative soup ” that undoubtedly the piscatorial partakers of fail to appreciate. It may be that,
not caring or not having the necessary time to make a canoeing tour through these lakes, the visitor to Maine continues on, and, passing out of
the long reach of timberlands, finds his train rolling through fertile fields, dotted in every direction with well-kept farms, whose large and often
enormous barns indicate a thrifty prosperity accorded to few farming sections of the country. From the time one leaves behind him the point of
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GULF HAGUS, KATAHDIN, PUNCHBOWL.
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departure for the Ashland branch, the number of farms grows larger and the villages about the stations of larger proportions, until the train stops
at Houlton, the shire town of Aroostook County, and one is fairly entered upon a tour of the far-famed “ Garden of Maine.” Well named,
indeed, is this fertile section of the Pine Tree State, since it is here that the greatest fertility is found in all this part of the country, the crop of
potatoes alone amounting at times to 10,000,000 bushels in a season. Beyond Houlton the steel rails stretch away in an unbroken line for
upwards of sixty miles, to the present terminus of the main line, Caribou. At a junction one takes the branch for Fort Fairfield, a prosperous
village on the Aroostook River, and marking the boundary between Maine and New Brunswick. Imagine yourselves, if you can, on this train,
accompanied by your bicycles, and you will be preparing for one of the most delightful wheeling trips which Maine with all her wealth of scenic
beauty can offer to the visitor. After dinner at Fort Fairfield, wheeling suits are donned, and an afternoon spin taken to Aroostook Falls, a
rushing, roaring torrent, where, a few miles below the village and on Canadian soil, the Aroostook River flows through its course between high
and precipitous banks, making a grand and, particularly in the spring, an awe-inspiring scene. This makes enough for one day, with the long
ride from Bangor, and in all probability from Boston, so a good bath and night’s rest are secured in preparation for the delights and efforts of a
tour of northern Aroostook by wheel. An early breakfast — not because of the length of the ride, but to avoid the heat of the day—fills one
with vigor and a certain restlessness to be off and spinning over the smooth and well-kept Aroostook County roads, known only to the cyclist,
and they mount for an eighteen-mile ride. For the second time on the trip, one turns aside from the domains of Uncle Sam, this time at Grand
Falls, where he is permitted a view of the wonderful work of Nature in carving out of the solid rock this waterway for the “ Niagara of the East,”
as it has well been called, and where the waters of the St. John River tumble precipitously to the rocks below. Nature has been ably seconded
by man in her work of beautifying, and across the chasm of the falls is stretched a strong suspension bridge, like, but less in size, to the one at
Niagara. Conversation with some of the old residents, or with the red men who still are almost ready to assert their rightful ownership to the
land of their fathers, brings out many of the interesting and romantic legends which, as with all such places in this country, cluster around the
falls, and harrowing indeed are some of the “ yarns ” that these willing tongues can spin. If the visitor stay until night, he is more than likely
to be treated to a display of that interesting and curious prenomenon of Nature, the “ will-o’-the-wisp,” which is seen at times with great
frequency, floating about below the falls in a most uncanny way to the uninitiated, and calling forth from the Indians tales of the many uneasy
spirits who are thus expressing their discomfort in the state to which they have been condemned. But the creepy sensations of the quiet
evening are dispelled by the dawn of another day, and wheels are remounted to continue up the river. Here one may ride for miles and miles,
meet many people and see comfortable villages or settlements, and yet scarcely see a soul outside one’s own party who speaks or understands a
word of the English language. But an element of romance attaches itself to the settlers when he knows that these kindly, hospitable, and often
ignorant and untutored residents of Maine’s northernmost boundary are credited by tradition with being real Acadians, whose ancestors were
driven forth with such cruelty from the Land of Evangeline by the conquering Briton, whose demands for new territory would brook no
interference, and whose devastation of the homes of these simple peasants has been so pathetically told by the pen of Maine’s poet, Longfellow.
One’s route may be extended up this grandly beautiful valley of the St. John as far as St. Francis plantation, including visits en route to the
villages of Van Buren and Fort Kent, and to the Madawaska Training School supported by the State at Fort Kent, and the Van Buren College,
conducted by the Catholic Church. The return as far as Fort Kent gives one a double opportunity of impressing the beauties of the trip upon
his mental vision, and then the spin across the country, where for miles and miles not a sign of civilization is to be seen, is an interesting and
enjoyable part of the trip. If one desires, the route may be varied to take in a trip to that creditable colony of Swedes established in New Sweden
by Hon. William W. Thomas, where are raised some of the best citizens produced in this country, so far as industry, sobriety, and understanding
of the duties of citizenship go. At Caribou connection is once more made with the railway, and as one is whirled away in comfortable Pullman
toward home, he can feel that he has seen some of the most charming spots upon this “ land of the free and home of the brave.”
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PATEPSKONEGAN POND, WEST BRANCH PENOBSCOT RIVER.
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FIRST KATEPSKONEGAN LAKE, AROOSTOOK TERRITORY, ME.

126

AT NORCROSS. — Reached

127

by the

B. & A. R. R.

PART VIEW OF RUMFORD FALLS, ME.
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RUMFORD FALLS,
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RUMFORD FALLS, MAINE.
You wish to know about Rumford Falls. Doubtless you have already visited Rumford Falls, perhaps many times, perhaps only a few times,
and then for only a brief business trip that allowed scanty time for sight-seeing and investigation. Whether a stranger, or an occasional or
frequent visitor, an investor or pleasure seeker, or, indeed, a resident of Rumford Falls, or contemplating becoming either of the above, we aim
here to present facts that will satisfy the inquiring mind. Why is Rumford Falls the most remarkable place in New England to-day in many
respects? First—Because Nature has here planted some of her most mighty and wonderful works, and surrounded all with an unusual combina
tion of elements, conditions, and circumstances, inviting the co-operation of man in making this one of the most favored spots of earth. Second—
Because men have applied to the development and utilization of these God-given favors the forces of combined capital, approved experience,
indomitable energy, and modern skill. Rumford Falls stands to-day as a most emphatic illustration of God’s divine favor and blessing resting
upon the labors of man when effort is put forth in harmony with His will. God planted here mighty forces of nature, untold wealth locked in
the secret of His chambers. The key He placed in man’s hands and bade him enter and participate. Thousands upon thousands of years
rolled away, and generation after generation of mankind came and went, and yet the hidden treasure remained undiscovered. Many men came
and looked upon the spot, the mighty cataract. They were charmed; they were spell-bound. They saw nothing beneath the surface. The
problem was too deep for ordinary man. At last a genius came. God’s time was ripe. All things were now ready. The man was fashioned
and moulded by nature and experience to do this great work. The advancing conditions of civilization demanded just the thing that lay sleeping
up here among these rock-bound Oxford hills. God’s plans must now be revealed and His work go forward. That inspiring word success is
seen all about us because man has accepted the invitation to join his labors with nature’s forces. All of these years of sleeping; these years of
planning and waiting; these years of toil and hardship and privation, and these succeeding years of rapid progress and prosperity—all these are
a part of God’s great plan concerning Rumford Falls.
Manufacturing Advantages. The Androscoggin River is the longest river in Maine—one hundred and fifty-seven miles from
its source to Merrymeeting Bay. Its rise is three thousand feet above the sea level, and its numerous falls afford great water power at various
points along its course. Rumford Falls, the largest on the river, is seventy-five miles from tide-water and six hundred feet above sea level.
Here the fall of the waters of the Androscoggin is one hundred and eighty feet in less than a mile, furnishing a minimum of forty-two thousand
horse power, guaranteed in all seasons by a great storage system of four dams and one hundred and twenty-three square miles of lakes in the
forest regions of the river’s head-waters. This great cataract is known far and wide as the “Niagara of New England.” Indeed, there is nothing
equal to it east of Niagara Falls. The power here available exceeds that of the three largest manufacturing cities of New England. The plan
of development of the power secures to the manufacturer a steady flow the year round, a great variety for choice of mill sites, secure foundations,
and ample transportation facilities. With all the rest Rumford Falls is surrounded with many resources and advantages that invite diversified
industries. In the midst of a rich and fertile farming section, it has the advantages of a great variety of farm products delivered direct to the
consumers without cost of transportation. The abundance of forest growth near at hand supplies all the leading varieties of wood consumed by
our modern Maine manufactories, while fine granite ledges and brick clay are found in abundance near by. Also the influences of a population
largely made up of native Maine stock, the thrifty, industrious, and ingenious Yankee element predominating, gives an even and certain tone to
the labor market that secures safety and profit to the smaller industries that are more dependent upon surrounding conditions.
Its Mercantile Prosperity. When embarking in a mercantile enterprise, how important that a proper location be selected
and favorable surroundings and conditions as to the future be carefully weighed. All the foregoing in relation to Rumford Falls, - —its location,
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its magnificent water power and the skillful application of means for its utilization,—carries the impress of permanency, strength, and prosperity
into every department of business activity associated with the upbuilding of this remarkable city. It is noticeable to every observer that
Rumford Falls merchants are uniformly prosperous and enterprising. Those who began in the pioneer days in a modest way have generally
prospered, and in many instances enjoyed such a rapid increase in business as to compel them to enlarge their stores several times. No less
have the more recent establishments, planned on a larger scale, approaching the magnificence and extent of city stores, realized their fullest
expectations in the volume and steadiness of trade that has rewarded their enterprise.
As a Place of Residence. The word “ Home ” is one of the sweetest in the English language. The thought it expresses can be
secondary only to that of Deity, and the word can be excelled in sweetness and comfort only by that one word which moves alike the tender
heart-chords of the nursing babe and the stalwart man—“ Mother.” Home, what it is and what it may be, should be the central thought from
which all earthly endeavor emanates. Our entire life—spiritual, moral, intellectual, and social — is modified by the character and environments
of that place we must call home. How important, then, that this thought be not slighted in connection with business considerations. It must
enter into every business calculation.
At Rumford Falls we find many elements and advantages that insure the highest degree of success in manufacturing, mercantile,and profes
sional life, and also many special conditions that make it a very desirable place in which to locate and make a permanent home. Here are the
opportunities which, seized and made use of, will develop the highest type of civilization and insure the highest happiness. First, our climatic
influences are the best our good old State affords, and all the world knows the State of Maine cannot be outdone by any other locality, all things
considered. Oxford County leads the State and beats the world in the production of noble sons and daughters who have entered into all the
high conditions, such as the business and education and politics of our country offer, and Rumford has given birth to many names that to-day
add lustre to the annals of history. Here at Rumford Falls are the purest of mountain breezes laden with that life-giving ozone that Oxford’s
forest-clad hills alone can give. The scenery has all the happy combinations in broad, level intervales, hillside farms, mountain pasture, woods,
and fertile fields. It is surrounded on all sides by beautiful drives, rivers, lakes, and streams for boating and fishing, abundance of forest and
wild game for the huntsman’s chase, interesting rocks and minerals and wonderful formations to interest the student of nature.

SOUTH PARIS.
South Paris, now the shire town of Oxford County, is situated on the Little Androscoggin River, just above where the outlet of Lake Penneesseewassee empties into that stream. It is on the eastern end of the meadow-like plain, of which Norway occupies the western part. At
Paris this plain becomes more sandy and rises in slight elevations. The villages practically join, as the same long street extends through each,
the only division being the town line; consequently a description of one village applies in many respects to the other. South Paris is more com
pact, almost square in shape, and the streets, extending in every direction, over slight elevations, are more variegated. The larger part of the
stores and residences were constructed some years ago, but there are enough modern blocks and residences to give an up-to-date touch to the
village. A large park at the north center of the village, with fine maple trees, statuary, fountains, flower plots, walks, and rustic seats, adds much to
the appearance of the place. The new county buildings on an eminence at the west end of the village is another point of interest. The grounds
around them were graded and laid out by an eminent landscape gardener. The south end of the village terminates at a broken, picturesque,
sylvan hill. From the east side, Paris Hill rises by gradual ascents to an elevation, on which is the highest village, with one exception, in Maine,
affording a drive, which, for grand and picturesque beauty, is said to have few, if any, equals in New England. As he ascends, the neighboring

hills and mountains and the more distant White Mountains gradually unfold before his vision, until all the famous peaks of the latter range Can
be discerned. The little village is also of historic interest, as it has produced more distinguished men than any other of its size in New England.
In one little red office three governors and one vice-president began their business life. Toward the west there will be, before the summer is
over, an electric car ride of unusual interest, extending twenty-one miles through quiet, beautiful country towns and villages that will be new to
most tourists. The route passes near the famous Greenwood ice caves in which ice lingers all summer, the wild, mysterious Albany basins, quiet,
heavily-wooded Kezar Ponds, where fine fishing abounds, the beautiful Norway and Waterford Lakes, through regions so wild, wolves are said to
still linger there, and terminates near the birthplace and homestead of Artemas Ward. South Paris is on the Grand Trunk. Its principal
industry is the manufacture of children’s sleds, school furniture, and novelties—the plant is said to be the largest of its class in the world.

HARRISON.
Harrison, one of Maine’s beautiful places in summer,
is situated at the northern terminus of Long Pond. It is
reached by taking a journey up the Sebago Lake route, a
trip long to be remembered for its beautiful scenery, or
by stage, a ride of five miles, connecting by rail at Bridg
ton, or Norway, a stage ride of twelve miles through
woods, with here and there a glimpse of Mount Wash
ington and Pleasant Mountain. Fortunately Harrison
has two fine lakes, Long Pond and Crystal Lake, both
stocked with fish. There are many trout taken from
them, and occasionally an enormous one is caught. An
extended view of the surrounding country, bringing the
mountains and lakes in sight, repays one for a climb of
the hills near by. A picturesque drive of about five
miles between mountains and lakes brings one to the
home of the noted Artemas Ward, in Waterford, while
by a short ride the Summit Spring is reached, the water
of which is considered very healthy. The business inter
ests of the place are canning corn, chair making, and
T. H. Ricker & Son’s Machine Works. It would be
well for those who enjoy rest, quiet, and a healthy
locality to remember Harrison.

THROUGH LONG POND AT HARRISON, ME.
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BRIDGTON.
Bridgton, with its three principal villages—the Centre and North and South Bridgton—with Harrison, Waterford, and Naples within easy
reach, has come to be regarded by tourists as one of the most desirable points for a summer outing to be found among the mountain regions of
Maine and New Hampshire. Nestling among the hills and bordered on two sides by the snow-capped White Hills, in full view and yet suffi
ciently far away to escape the disagreeable frigidity of too close proximity, it is true, as a writer has affirmed, “Nowhere save in fairy nooks and
dells is to be found a spot more charming than ‘Lovely Bridgton.’” Geographically the town forms the northwestern corner of Cumberland
County, and lies between Long Lake and the town of Denmark. Sweden and Waterford lie on its north and northwestern borders, Harrison on
the northeast, and Naples and Sebago on the southeast. The beautiful Long Lake, which separates Bridgton from Harrison, extends some five
miles along the border of the town, and to Naples, where it connects with the Bay of Naples, Songo River, and Sebago Lake, the chain consti
tuting the popular Sebago Lake Route traversed by steamers. Bridgton’s scenic charms have made it famous and attracted to its borders scores
of noted artists. From any portion of the town may be viewed the white peak of grand old Mt. Washington; the smaller hills of the Presidential
Range; sharp-pointed Kearsarge; isolated and majestic Mt. Pleasant, the base of the mountain only about six miles away from the principal
village, and from the piazza of its hotel may be easily discerned the shipping in Portland Harbor, forty miles away. With this grand grouping
as a background, in the fore-front of the beautiful picture is to be seen lovely Highland Lake, with its glassy surface and its waters clear as
crystal. Dotted with islands and on its shores numerous colonies of gaily-painted cottages of pretty design, with far-famed Bridgton Highlands
majestically rising to a height well-nigh entitling it to be classified as a mountain, on the easterly shore of the lake—as one gazes upon the scene
and drinks in of its inspiration, he is entranced by the grandeur of the surroundings, and is quite prepared to agree with the trans-Atlantic
voyager who insisted that Highland Lake is even more picturesque than the far-famed Lakes of Killarney. Pleasant Mountain, Bridgton’s
lonely mountain sentinel, rises nearly two thousand feet above the level of the sea. Moose Pond, at its foot, is a beautiful sheet of water and a
favorite resort for the angler, who, sitting in his carriage on the bridge, has been known to land pickerel of two and three pounds’ weight.
There are quite a number of other pretty lakes, of goodly proportions, in the town, good fishing ground for trout, pickerel, white perch, and the
black bass with which Highland is stocked. Some elegant summer homes have been built on the shores of the principal lake. Among those
worthy of special mention are those of Superintendent Rogers of the American Screw Co., Providence, R. L, and John K. Martin of the Falmouth
Hotel, Portland. Scores of people from abroad also occupy cottages on the lake shore in summer. By easy drives from Bridgton the charming
Waterford villages are reached, also Albany Basins, the pretty villages of North and South Bridgton, Naples, Fryeburg, etc. With good driving,
excellent boating and fishing opportunities, and the attractions heretofore enumerated, Bridgton surely will not be rudely passed by when one is
looking for a desirable place for a summer’s outing for himself and family. Bridgton is the place of publication of The Bridgton News, the pop
ular and ably conducted local weekly widely circulating throughout northern Cumberland and western Oxford. Its enterprising “write-ups” of
incidents of the pleasure travel, hotel and boarding-house arrivals, etc., has been quite an agreeable feature with summer visitors.

WESTBROOK.
Located six miles from Portland, on the Presumpscot River, is the city of Westbrook. Its Indian name was Congin, and a part of it has
been known until recently as Saccarappa. This city is furnished with an abundant, but not fully utilized, water power. The upper falls present
such a picturesque scene as to command the attention of an observer. Connected with these falls are some large cotton mills, silk mills, machine
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shops, etc. Below these falls are located the large and prosperous paper mills owned by the S. D. Warren Co. These paper mills have grown
with this part of the city, until they now cover several acres of ground. To the tourist there are many other places of interest, among which
may be mentioned a public library, considered as one of the finest in Maine, many new business blocks, large and well-equipped school
buildings. There are steamboats for pleasure seekers plying up the river about five miles, also down river about the same distance. The
scenery presented by a sail on the winding Presumpscot is unsurpassed by any locality in New England.

FALLS AT WESTBROOK, ME.
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OLD ORCHARD BEACH AND VICINITY.
Old Orchard Beach is one of the most famous summer resorts in the country, and the most popular seaside resort on the coast of Maine.
Nature has been most lavish of her gifts to Old Orchard. It would seem a most providential arrangement that, in a climate like ours, which by
its vitality and superabundant energy spurs us all on to an almost feverish activity, the opportunities and places for recuperation and rest should
be so abundant and convenient. “To the sea ” is the watchword and cry of a large proportion of the summer tourists, as the June days come
swelteringly on and the old Viking blood stirs again in our veins; and a glance at the hotel registers at Old Orchard will show that its fame has
gone out through the length and breadth of this and other lands, for it is international in every sense of the word.
The fortune of Old Orchard is in its beach. This is one of Nature’s marvelous pieces of handiwork. For nine miles, in an almost straight
line, and with a breadth varying from a quarter to a half mile or more, with the tide, this perfectly smooth, hard expanse of sand stretches along
the water’s edge, like a flooring of marble for evenness, and soft as the turf to the feet. Heavy carriages pass along it without leaving any
impression, and it is so entirely free from the slightest stone or obstruction that it is a luxury to bathe on it. With everything so favorable, what
wonder is it that bathing should be unusually
popular here, even for a seaside resort. Those
who would never think of venturing into other
waters, here find it too alluring to be resisted,
and in addition to the pleasure experienced, the
health gain which results is incalculable. At
almost any hour of a pleasant day the bathing
scene is one of great animation and beauty, but
the most fashionable hour is between eleven and
twelve in the morning. Then, along the beach
in front of the massive and beautiful hotels,
for miles the gentle surf breaks daintily over
costumes of all colors and shades, and a varie
gated picture is presented of great beauty. The
surf is seldom too strong for the smallest child,
and yet is sufficient to furnish the inspiration and
pleasure found in it by those who delight in this
sort of bathing. Out a few steps beyond it is
the most perfect swimming. Those who have
visited the most famous beaches all along the At
lantic, and speak entirely without prejudice, are
very largely of the opinion that no beach on the
shore offers so perfect facilities for bathing in
every respect as Old Orchard, and from its nature
BATHING SCENE, OLD ORCHARD BEACH.

it would hardly be possible to conceive of one
more perfectly adapted for this purpose. Those
who know nothing of swimming could not find a
better place anywhere to learn, and very few of
those who have experienced the delicious pleas
ure of a good sea bath here could be pursuaded
to forego as many opportunities as possible for
repeating it during the season. The water is some
times cooler than that of inland lakes or rivers,
but a few trials soon accustom or temper one to
it, and it seems more pleasant, as well as far
better for the health. Those who have thought
themselves, often on account of first experience
under unfavorable conditions, constitutionally un
fitted for salt-water bathing, have often been led
to make another trial at Old Orchard, and have
ever after rejoiced that their eyes were opened
to the luxury and benefit of good sea bathing.
Every convenience and facility is offered to every
visitor staying at Old Orchard Beach to enjoy
READY FOR THE SURF,
bathing.
But this grand beach is no less adaptable and popular for promenading than for bathing, as one who visited it at the right hours would be
immediately convinced. With the cool, delicious breezes coming directly in from the water, which dances and ripples like silver sheen just out
beyond, and the soft, smooth carpet of sand, making the act of walking almost unconscious, it would be difficult to imagine more enjoyable
conditions for a stroll, and no one stays long at Old Orchard without finding this out. At almost all times of the day, except at dinner-time, a
large number can always be seen enjoying this promenade, and on Sundays and special occasions the company becomes immense. It is a
pleasure enjoyed by many to sit on the cool piazzas facing the sea and observe the vast procession of humanity passing by, like Tennyson’s brook
which “went on forever.” The scene is one in many respects unparalleled, and never without interest for those to whom the study of human
nature is the most agreeable of all sciences. Whether one walks or sits among those who are the “ observed of all observers,” he feels that he
and all are thoroughly enjoying themselves, and that he must not be over-confident of finding such perpect facilities for promenading elsewhere.
Beautiful as is the beach at day, it is far more beautiful at night, when the glittering rays of the moon, which seems ever to assume her brightest
look here, add a golden halo to the scene. Across the watery expanse are shining pathways of beaten gold, ever changing form, yet ever lovely,
and the sands add their variegated tints, until the whole scene becomes one marvelous picture of glorious magnificence, never to be forgotten
until, perhaps, the beauty of earthly scenes pales before the grander visions of another life.
Foremost, of course, in all estimates and memories of Old Orchard stands its magnificent beach, but the appreciative and constant visitor
soon comes to learn that there are other outdoor sports beside those connected with the beach, which are by no means unworthy of regard.
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Fishing, boating and driving can be had, and are
indulged in by those who desire their pleasure.
The deep-sea fishing is an experience often
longed for by those accustomed to salt water, and
one which can be most advantageously practised
here. A few miles’ row or sail down the bay
and fishing-grounds are reached, where always
large cod repay the interested endeavor of the
angler, and occasionally immense halibut and
haddock are hooked. To those who like to feel
that they have got something extremely heavy
on their line, and to “get up muscle ” under the
pleasantest environment and occupation, nothing
more enjoyable could be recommended than this
deep-sea sport. Heavy catches are frequently
made by amateurs, and the ill-omened “fisher
men’s luck” is something which no one who
makes proper preparation and goes out under the
right guidance need lament. Experienced boat
men can at all times, except in stormy weather,
take a boat through the light surf without the
slightest wetting, though it is not easily done by
BATHING AT OLD ORCHARD, AS SEEN FROM THE OCEAN.
amateurs or unskilled boatmen.
The social life at Old Orchard is more difficult of adequate picturing than the outdoor life. Prominent and fashionable people from all parts
of this country and others constitute the leading element, and there is an almost constant succession of balls, Germans, hops, and other social
entertainments at the great hotels during the whole season. The leading hotels possess facilities for balls and dancing which could not be
surpassed in the largest cities.
Seated directly on the beach and protected from the surges in storms by low sea-walls, built of wood in most cases, are many hotels,
boarding-houses, and residences, with public or private bathing establishments attached. These houses are between the beach and a street
which runs parallel to it, the railroad skirting this street for several miles. From the doors of some of these hotels one can almost step into the
sea when the tide is up.
About half a mile from the beach are the grounds of the Methodist Camp-Meeting Association, where meetings are held almost continually
during the season. These grounds are situated in the midst of an evergreen grove, where a natural hollow forms a noble amphitheatre capable
of seating 7,000 persons. The drives in every direction are interesting and continually patronized by all manner of vehicles, from the lumbering
beach-wagon to the natty dog-cart or the pretentious barouche. The roads to Scarboro and into the Ross Woods and out to Saco Falls lead
through interesting and diversified scenery, and the rambles through Fern Park, neglected but beautiful, are rich in floral beauty. The Orchard
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Beach Railroad runs trains with open cars from the Boston & Maine station along the beach to the Saco River, a distance of several miles,
commanding fine views of the ocean and of the surf breaking on the beach. The portion of the beach beyond Old Orchard has always been
known locally as Ferry Beach. The first station is Ocean Park, the Free Baptist camp-ground.

SACO.
Between Portland and the New Hampshire line the one large centre is practically one community, yet divided by the Saco River into the
two cities of Saco and Biddeford, with an aggregate population of twenty thousand. The Saco River takes its rise in the White Mountains, and
has many choice bits of scenery in its course. At Saco the river passes among several large islands, then tumbles over the beautiful falls and
meets the tide water from the sea. It thus furnishes a fine water power, and also navigation to vessels of moderate draught. The chief
industry is the manufacture of cotton goods. Saco is one of the old Maine towns, and is blessed with broad, well-shaded streets. Main Street
has few rivals in the State, being, for a distance of a mile, straight as an arrow and of excellent width. The lower portion of Main Street is
devoted to business and public buildings, beyond which are numerous stately homes. Pepperell Park is a beautiful breathing space, with
pond, fountains, flower beds, and choice trees. Thornton Academy serves as the city high school, but retains the corporation of an old academy.
Its building, erected in 1888, is one of the finest in the State, well equipped with laboratories, and having a library fund of several hundred
dollars a year. This fund is being well invested in works of science, history, literature, etc. The school has a strong corps of teachers, and the
good work is appreciated as seen by the rapid growth in attendance. Centrally located is the City Hall, where, in addition to the rooms used by
the city, there is a fine hall; while next door is the beautiful library erected a few years since by one of Saco’s citizens, and well equipped with
books bought by an endowment fund. There are six churches in Saco. An electric road connects the community with Biddeford on the one
hand and Old Orchard on the other. Electric lights and a fine water system are other improvements much appreciated. One can hardly omit
from a description of Saco the mention of its nearness to a chain of seashore resorts. Old Orchard is next door; Bay View, Biddeford Pool,
Goose and Fortune’s Rocks, Kennebunkport, and other places are so near at hand that trips are easy, and by delightful routes. Thus home life
may be varied with seashore advantages at a moment’s notice.

BIDDEFORD.
This city is connected with Saco, and a stranger entering Biddeford and walking around would not know but that he was in the same city,
as there is so little difference between these two places. But in Saco there is very little manufacturing, while Biddeford is known the world
over for its large cotton mills, which cover many acres of space. These great mills give employment to many thousands of laboring people all
the year round, and the wages paid go to make Biddeford a very enterprising city. There are many other manufacturing enterprises located in
this hustling Maine city and there are many grand opportunities for capital to be invested in this place. The people of Biddeford are of a very
social character and visitors will always find a warm welcome here. There are many enterprising business men in this city and the many stores
compare very favorably with those of larger cities. The residential portion of Biddeford is as handsome as can be desired; there are many fine
and costly homes located in the finer part of the town. Do not think for one minute that there are no handsome buildings in this city or that
the new City Hall, which you will find illustrated in this work, is not a handsome building. It is and the citizens can feel proud of it. Taking
it altogether, Biddeford is a good place to live in and a good place for business.
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LEWISTON AND AUBURN.
Lewiston, the “Spindle City,” is one of the model cities of the State, and with her twin sister, Auburn, has upwards of 30,000 inhabitants.
There are more than 6,000 operatives in the several mills. The water power here is one of the finest in the State and ample for all purposes.
The city has a good system of water works, a fine opera house and city buildings. Lisbon, the principal business street, is nearly a mile long,
with many elegant business blocks, and no city in the State has a better system of electric lights, and none is more brilliantly lighted. It has a
good line of electric cars through the principal streets. The park is one of the most beautiful in the State. Its private residences are, many of
them, built in modern style, and the lawns and surroundings are beautified by the skill of the landscape gardener. The churches are numerous,
and it numbers among its clergymen some of the most talented in Maine. Bates College has a fine location and buildings, has been liberally
endowed, and is in a flourishing condition. The State Fair permanent grounds and buildings, near the city, are commodious and well fitted up
and arranged. Lewiston is noted for its large manufacturing business, for its energetic business people, and many advantages that other New
England cities do not possess. The drives around Lewiston and Auburn are many and beautiful, and those who visit these cities will find the
people of a very hospitable character. The capitalist can here find many good opportunities to invest money. Lewiston and Auburn are not
noted as summer resorts, but there are many places in this locality where summer boarders would find it agreeable to spend the season.

GARDINER.
Gardiner was founded in the year 1754 by Dr. Sylvester Gardiner, who was born in Rhode Island, in the year 1707. If the Dr. Gardiner
of 1754 could awaken from his peaceful sleep and view again the beautiful city which bears his name, and with such honor to him; if he could
walk the avenues and streets which display so much beauty; if he could look upon the numerous churches and institutions of learning; if he
could hear the buzz of the mill saws, the screech of the locomotive and steamboat whistles, and gaze upon the substantial business structures
and handsome residences, he would doubtless feel a glow of pride and satisfaction at the success and development of the city which his energy
and industry had founded. This city, beautifully situated in the valley of the historic Kennebec, received its charter in the year 1849. Its
central location, with a population of 15,000 within a radius of five miles, makes it one of the most desirable cities in Maine in which to live and
d > business. The reputation of its business men and manufacturers is a very enviable one, and no city in New England can produce more real
hustlers than can be found here. The original selection of this location for the town was undoubtedly due to the excellent water power of the
Cobbosseecontee Stream, upon which may be seen a score or more of mills and manufactories, employing hundreds of hands and furnishing
food and clothing to a large number of families. Here may be seen three large paper mills, a woolen mill, saw mills, and other industries in
great numbers, all doing a gratifying amount of business. The first saw and grist mill was erected in 1760 and 1761, by Dr. Gardiner, and the
first paper mill was built in 1806. Such steady and healthy growth has marked the progress of the various industries that to-day the price for
erecting and equipping one of the present paper mills would exceed the whole valuation of the town when the first saw mill was erected.
Gardiner has numbered among her citizens many well-known writers, musicians, and men of acknowledged standing in the political,
religious, and social world. The numerous societies for the cultivation of literary and musical talent are always well attended and admittance
to them is esteemed of much importance. The people are noted for their hospitality and in refinement and intellectuality are not to be exceeded
by any New England community. The Common, so called, is located in the central part of the city. It covers about five acres of ground, and
around it are grouped three of the churches and a large number of residences. It contains the soldiers’ monument and one of the finest foun
tains in the State, representing Neptune, god of the sea. This fountain was presented to the city by Mrs. Susan C. Palmer, as a memorial of
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WATER STREET, LOOKING DOWN FROM MAIN AND CHURCH, GARDINER.
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WATER STREET, LOOKING UP PROM CHURCH AND MAIN, GARDINER.
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her husband, Dr. Gideon Stinson Palmer. Gardiner’s churches are worthy representatives of the several denominations whose doctrines they
teach. Nearly all have fine sites and are pleasant places of worship. A large per cent. of Gardiner’s residents are church-going people and
the services at the various churches are largely attended. The daily line of steamers to Boston in the summer furnishes a delightful means of
conveyance and also makes the freight rates very low. During the summer months hundreds of visitors pay their respects to Gardiner and find
numberless attractions in excursions to the islands, Togus, and up the Cobbossee Stream. Two boats are run to the mouth of the river and the
islands every day in the season, and many of the people have built summer cottages on the islands, where they entertain their less fortunate
friends from the city. The large amount of deposits in the banks and the many subscribers to the Loan and Building Association speak better
than anything else for the enterprise and thrift of the laboring classes, and it may well be said that no better class of laboring men can be
found in any city in the State.
The city of Gardiner is one of the most beautiful and healthy cities in America and, being situated on high land, its natural drainage is
unsurpassed. From its high elevations a magnificent view can be had of the surrounding towns and up the river for the distance of a mile or
more. The streets and avenues are lined with beautiful shade trees and hedges. The city has very pure water, and plenty of it, coming from
the Cobbossee. The climate is excellent and there are very few days in any season that are uncomfortable. Electric and steam cars will take
one to the State capital every half hour in the day, where many places of beauty and interest may be seen. The city is lighted with electric
lights and the principal streets are paved. Water Street presents one of the busiest scenes to be found in any city in the State. Being sur
rounded as it is with small villages and a thickly-settled country, and with the advantages already set forth, Gardiner is in a position to call in
a large country trade, that with the enterprising merchants found there gives an unusually large trade in addition to their own needs. This
should not be lost sight of by those who may be intending to locate there, for where merchants are numerous and competition brisk, there is
where the people like to be. There are stores in all branches that compare well with the largest cities and no article in ordinary living should
be found wanting.

AUGUSTA.
At the head of navigation on the Kennebec River, where the great dam stores up a valuable water power, utilized in its manufactories,
stands Augusta, the bright little capital of Maine, with its 9,000 inhabitants. Its industry is illustrated by the fact that from the portals of the
fine new government building (post-office, of Hallowell granite,) are carried daily from five to seven tons of second-class mail matter which has a
circulation only limited by the earth's extent. Only six cities within the United States rank Augusta in this. Her output averages 154 fourbushel sacks each day. The State House, where meet the Solons of Maine in biennial sessions to frame the laws of the Commonwealth, stands
upon the river-side, concealed by the high bluff which here exists between city and river. Its dome commands an inspiring view of the broad
Kennebec and the graceful villages which dot the hill country for miles around. At Augusta the tracks of the Maine Central Railroad cross the
river upon a magnificent iron bridge, erected in 1886, whose strength will remove all apprehension of danger as one looks down from the passing
train into the heaving, surging water. Augusta proudly bears its distinction as the former home of the greatest American statesman, James G.
Blaine, and within the State House is preserved the old-fashioned desk at which he began his newspaper life, reporting for the Kennebec Journal
the doings of the Maine Legislature. In the rotunda of the capitol are eighty tattered battle-flags carried by Maine troops in the war of the
Rebellion, with a great quantity of artillery and cavalry pennants and a score of Confederate flags. It is proudly claimed that not one stand of
colors was lost by Maine troops.
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FARMINGTON.
Beautifully situated on the banks of the Sandy River, contiguous to the Sandy River Valley, which has been famous for generations on
account of its beauty as well as fertility, stands Farmington, the shire town of Franklin County, a community of about 3,500 people. This pretty
village has become renowned for its cluster of literary institutions, its elegant public buildings and business blocks; also for being the birthplace
of Mme. Lillian Nordica (Norton), the world-renowned songstress, and the home of the late Jacob Abbott, the historian (author of the “Rollo”
books for boys). The homes of these two justly celebrated people are pointed out to visitors with a feeling of pride by the townspeople. The
State Normal School, the Abbott Family School for boys, and an excellent system of graded public schools—its cluster of literary institutions—
has brought a class of people into Farmington far better than the average, as is shown by the multiplicity of handsome and costly residences
with their spacious grounds which abound in the village; the handsome churches—six of these: Baptist, Catholic, Congregational, Free Baptist,
Methodist, and Unitarian—are evidences of the high moral character of the people of the town. Although Farmington possesses no costly
building for its public library, yet it is a matter of pride that few towns possess so excellent a library or books of reference as is found here.
There are about 6,000 volumes now in the library, all collected within the past eight years, and the latest histories, fiction, etc., are added
promptly. This library is open to the use of visitors at a nominal fee.
For the summer visitor Farmington offers unusual attractions. Good hotels and boarding-houses are easily found, as well as first-class
livery stables, careful drivers and efficient guides — all to be had at reasonable prices. In every direction good roads lead out into sections
abounding in lovely scenery, comprising that of mountains, valleys, river, and plain; in fact, it is a matter of boasting that no road can be driven
over on which beautiful scenery does not appear in abundance to charm the visitor. The sportsman, too, finds within easy distances from the
village beautiful ponds, which have within the past few years been fully stocked with the gamy salmon and brook trout. Near these ponds are
unsurpassed “covers” for woodcock, plover, and partridge, while the mountains, not far distant, woods, and hills afford ranges for fox, deer, and
other game. It can be truthfully said of Farmington that the visitors to that town are received with a degree of cordiality by the people which
makes them feel perfectly at home, and causes them to repeat the visit year after year. The Maine Central Railroad has its northern terminus
at Farmington, and visitors from the cities coming into the depot by way of the wonderful trestle curve over the Sandy River and intervale are
charmed at the lovely scene afforded them, extending far to the northward miles up the Sandy River Valley. Here, too, the visitors to the
Rangeley Lakes region change cars from the standard gauge train to the almost “toy train ” of the narrow gauge system (about two feet) which
is to carry them to Rangeley, forty-eight miles farther north, or to Carrabasset, near the Dead River region, about thirty-five miles northeast.
Probably before the close of the present year (1898) the Franklin, Somerset & Kennebec Railway, another narrow gauge system, will be com
pleted; and on this road visitors can take a pleasure ride to Farmington Falls, five miles south, noted as the last abiding place of the Indians,
the aborigines of the Sandy River Valley; or this little railroad will carry the tourist on down to the ponds and lakes in Kennebec County, finally
landing them in Augusta, the capital of the State, thirty-five miles southeasterly from Farmington. In closing we may say that residents of the
cities seeking a lovely spot in the country, where pure air and water abound — at an altitude of about five hundred feet above the sea — lovely
drives and charming scenery all around, and plenty of sport with the rod and gun, should go to Farmington, Me., for they will not be disappointed-

SKOWHEGAN.
On other pages of this book are sketches of cities and towns on the beautiful Kennebec, whose shores are dotted with thriving villages.
One of the most noted, for beauty of situation, for the intelligence, culture, and thrift of its people, for its superior educational facilities, for the
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many and varied industries and enterprises carried on; in short, for all that makes a community prosperous and happy, is Skowhegan, located
on the great bend of the river, thirty-three miles from Augusta and the terminus of a branch of the Maine Central Railroad from Waterville.
Originally Skowhegan was a part of Canaan, and its first settler was Peter Hayward, who built his log-cabin near Skowhegan Falls in 1771.
Afterward the part called Skowhegan was set off and called Milburn, and in 1814 it was divided and called Milburn and Bloomfield. In 1823
Milburn was incorporated, but the people preferred to keep the ancient name of the place, and it was re-named Skowhegan, which name it still
retains. The first officials of the town were as follows: Moderator, Joseph Patten; Town Clerk, Samuel Weston; Selectmen, Benjamin Eaton,
Joseph Merrill, Samuel Weston, Josiah Parlin. Skowhegan was the home of Gov. Abner Coburn, whose public-spirited beneficence was known
far and wide. The present town library building was in large part erected by the aid of money bequeathed by him for that purpose and added
to by the citizens of the town. Many other enterprises received his support, and his private generosities were many.
Among the leading industries are the Coburn Woolen Mill, built in 1875 and since greatly enlarged; two pulp mills; shoe factory;
Mitchell’s Wood Novelty Manufactory; Leland Tanning Co., manufacturers of belting; the Weston Lumber Mills; Robinson Bros. & H. W.
Dane, manufacturers of doors, sash, and blinds; M. J. Allen, cantdog stocks, milk-can stoppers, loom picker sticks, etc.; Adams & Caswell,
general house builders’ supply shop; Nolin Manufacturing Co., scythes and grass hooks; Island Avenue Flour Mills; Island Avenue Machine
Shop; Brown & Ward Electric Feed Mills; Bailey’s Oil Cloth Factory. The village is lighted by electricity. The Somerset Traction Co.’s
electric road runs from Skowhegan to Madison, via Hayden Lake and Madison Centre, with power house in Skowhegan. Electric road from
Skowhegan to Norridgewock. The Skowhegan Electric Light & Power Co.’s new plant is a thorough and substantial establishment in every
detail. Many other industries and enterprises are here, but the limits of this sketch forbid individual mention of all.
The walks and drives in Skowhegan and through the surrounding country are magnificent, and its convenience to the hunting and fishing
region, together with its facilities for quiet and homelike boarding accommodations, make it the headquarters for many summer tourists. The
Somerset Reporter, published by Smith & McNeally, is a wide-awake paper with a large circulation. There is still an immense undeveloped
water power claiming the attention of shrewd business men, and the favorable situation of Skowhegan to command the trade and business of
nearly all upper Somerset and a good portion of Franklin and Piscataquis Counties, and its fine transportation facilities, render it worthy of
earnest consideration. There are three good hotels in the town, the Coburn, the Heseltine, and Skowhegan House.
A Discovery of To-day.—Had not Hutchinson made the discovery of the system of the circulation of the blood another would have done so;
but it was meant that he should find this out, of all others, to the delectation of mankind. Thus discoveries are continually being made to the
end that humanity shall arise from its ignorance and its ills, triumphant. In line with the greatest of these discoveries, Dr. S. F. Conant has
placed his Anidrosis Baths, a wholesome method of hygienic treatment, and declares that through them it is his mission “to restore purity, upon
which is based vitality and physical power.” Rheumatism, tumors, ulcers, cancers, and skin diseases succumb to this remedy, which is sim
plicity itself. By addressing Dr. S. F. Conant, Skowhegan, Me., the sick and the afflicted will learn the particulars of this system and be
benefited by its application.

PITTSFIELD.
Among the many beautiful towns which the Maine Central Railroad reaches in Central Maine, there is no place that has more charms about
it than Pittsfield. This place is surrounded by a large farming country, and where there are many prosperous farmers who do a great deal of
business with the merchants of Pittsfield. You seldom hear of a very poor or destitute person in this prosperous locality, of which the citizens
feel very proud. The people of Pittsfield are noted for their hospitality and social qualities. Pittsfield is a very pretty place, and the drives in
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the vicinity are very attractive. The stranger visiting this place in the summer season finds it a very pleasant place to spend his vacation. There
are a number of fine churches in this town and many secret societies which have a large membership. Some manufacturing is carried on here,
and many people find employment. Another very attractive feature is the many pretty lakes within easy reach of Pittsfield, where the fishing is
always good. Among them the following lakes and ponds may be mentioned: Douglass Pond, three miles away, where the sportsman will find
silver bass; Madawaska Pond, three and one-half miles, filled with black bass; eight and one-half miles is located Unity Pond—good fishing in
these waters. To Sebasticook Lake is six miles, over one of the finest drives in the State. On Moose Pond, a distance of seven miles over a
smooth road, is the renowned Castle Harmony, owned by Boston and New York parties, which is a beautiful place. To sum it all up, the writer
knows of no more attractive place than Pittsfield and vicinity for the summer tourist or business man to visit or make his home.

DEXTER.
Among the many pretty inland towns of Maine, Dexter in Penobscot County may fairly be classed as one of the most attractive. The
village is situated at the foot of Silver Lake, sometimes called Lake Wassokeag, whose waters turn the wheels of many and varied manufacturing
industries located along the banks of the Sebasticook, which is its outlet, while rising from the valley up the hill slope in each direction, east
and west, are the residences of its citizens. From the summit of what is popularly known as “Bryant’s Hill” are some most beautiful views of
mountains and lakes, fields and forests. Just at the foot of the hill, to the northwest, lies beautiful Silver Lake, whose waters abound with gamy
fish and in the summer season are navigated by steamers and sail and row boats. On a peninsula extending into its waters on its north side is
a summer resort called Waldheim, on which are many beautiful cottages, and on its south shore is “Moose Horn Cottage,” a unique building
owned and occupied during the summer by Mr. A. J. Weston of New York. Dexter has many attractions and much to make it a desirable place
of residence. It has seven churches, its school system and schools are of the very best, its high school being college preparatory, ft has a
savings bank, established in 1867, a national bank, chartered in 1875, and a town library, established in 1880, which now contains somewhere
near 8,000 volumes. In 1894 Mr. George A. Abbott purchased a large lot of land, about 100x200 feet, in the center of the village, on a sightly
location, and erected a beautiful and imposing structure, the style of architecture being Italian Renaissance, the base courses being of granite,
the body of the walls of light gray brick, with cornices and architectural features of light terra cotta, the whole costing $30,000 and called “The
Abbott Memorial Library,” which he most generously presented to the town. The building also contains a fine and roomy office, with fire-proof
vault, for the use of the selectmen, and on the same lot is a very fine soldiers’ monument erected by the citizens of the town in memory of its
departed heroes. Dexter's first settler came in 1800. A saw mill was erected in 1804, a grist mill soon after. The town was incorporated in
1816. In 1820 the Abbott Woolen Mill began the making of woolen cloths, and it was the first mill in Maine to use power looms. It is still
“The Abbott Mill,” using the best and latest machinery, lighted by electricity generated from its own dynamos, and its goods are always in
great demand. Others of Dexter’s principal enterprises are the Dexter Woolen Mills, three in number; Fay & Scott’s Machine Shop, whose
products are shipped to all parts of the world; Eastern Gazette Printing Office; Eldridge Brothers, sash, blinds, and builders’ finishing materials;
Dexter corn canning industry, whose goods are second to none; Silver Lake Creamery, and others too numerous to mention. The approach to
Dexter, on the Dover branch of the Maine Central, is one of the most beautiful. Entering the village from the south on its westerly side, it
commands a view of the whole village below and on its easterly slope. Nothing more charming can be found. There are many fine residences
in all parts of the village and visitors are charmed by its picturesque beauty. The people are progressive, enterprising, heartily supporting all
honest endeavors for the good of their town, their State, and their country.

BELFAST.
Belfast is beautifully situated and has unusual commercial facilities; being protected by the sheltering shores of Belfast Bay, it is one of
the best harbors on the coast. Situated at the mouth of the Penobscot River, it is only about thirty-two miles from Bangor and forty from Bar
Harbor. The Passagassawakeag and Goose Rivers, which empty into Belfast Bay, both furnish excellent water-power facilities. The first
white man to visit this place was supposed to be Estevan Gomez, a Spanish explorer, in 1525. Belfast was first settled in 1770 by settlers from
Londonderry, N. H., and named for Belfast, Ireland; this settlement was broken up by the British in 1779, but was again re-established in
1796. In 1772 fifty of its inhabitants petitioned for an incorporation as a town, which was granted the following year. The citizens of Belfast
took an active interest in the War of 1812, and in 1814 the town was occupied for a brief time by British troops, who did some damage to goods
and property. In 1816 the great era of ship-building began in Belfast, which, until the opening of the Civil War, was the leading industry and
made the name of Belfast famous as a ship-building port. Many vessels noted for their sailing and carrying qualities were built here, the
largest being 1,506 tons, tonnage. In 1850 the legislature granted a petition for the incorporation of Belfast as a city, which was duly
ratified in 1852, and in 1870 Belfast was made the terminus of a railroad which connected with the main line of the Maine Central Railroad, so
that now Belfast has two trains a day to and from Boston, and is also connected by the Boston & Bangor Steamboat Co. daily through the
summer months with Boston. Belfast has a large shoe factory, which gives employment to a large force of help, a sash and blind factory, a
cigar factory, and various smaller manufactories. It has one savings and two national banks and a beautiful public library, two weekly papers,
the Belfast Age and the Republican Journal and a popular monthly publication called Cream. Among its substantial and costly buildings are the
Masonic Temple, Odd Fellows and Grand Army blocks, all modern structures. It has two hotels, and the rebuilding of the Crosby Inn, which
was burned in 1896, will undoubtedly occur at an early date. Of recent years Belfast has become extremely popular as a summer resort; being
easy of access by both land and water and in such close proximity to other popular resorts which have made Maine famous, it brings the outside
world to our very doors. Its old-fashioned and roomy houses, cool and shady streets, make it an ideal spot to rest from the toils and cares of
business, and each year new ones come, after hearing its praise from some friend who has been here before. It also has many attractions for
tourists and sportsmen, as many ponds and lakes, well stocked with fish, are of easy access. Beside the hotels, there are many homes open to
guests, where all the comforts of home may be found at very reasonable rates.

BANGOR.
Bangor, the “Queen City of the East,” is situated at the head of navigation on the Penobscot, Maine’s grandest river. Located as it is on
the west bank of the Penobscot at its junction with the waters of the less pretentious Kenduskeag, the business section of the city is largely
in the valley, while the elevated land surrounding affords picturesque sites for residences. Bangor has a fine harbor, entirely safe and easily
accessible for vessels of large size. Although thirty miles from the bay and sixty miles from the ocean, there is a tide of seventeen feet. The
commerce, both foreign and domestic, is large, and throughout the open season a numerous fleet of vessels of varying rig and flying different
flags are to be seen in the harbor. Fourteen ocean steamships cleared from the port of Bangor in the season of 1897, and the foreign exports
aggregated $433,581 against $261,396 in 1896 and $186,242 in 1895. Bangor’s transportation facilities are excellent and the city is in easy
communication either by rail or water with the great business centers. Situated midway of the Maine Central’s extensive system, with lines
running west to Portland, north to Vanceboro and the Maritime Provinces, south to Bucksport and down-river ports, and east to Bar Harbor
and in the immediate future to Washington County, it is an important railway center. Bangor is also the terminus of the Bangor & Aroostook
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Railroad, the lines of which in one direction extend to Moosehead Lake, Maine’s grand inland sea, and in another penetrate far north into the
very heart of the Aroostook. Connection is also enjoyed with the Canadian Pacific Railway, and via this great trans-continental railway Minne
apolis and the Northwest are nearer Bangor than any other seaboard city. There is also direct steamship communication with Boston and a
new steamship line is soon to be inaugurated direct to New York. Bangor’s population of 20,000 in 1890 is now in the vicinity of 25,000, and
with the towns immediately environing is 40,000, while Penobscot County, of which it is the capital, has about 70,000. In recent years material
advancement has been observable and the city’s outlook was never more promising than to-day. An important factor in the growth and devel-
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opment of this down-east metropolis are the electric roads, which are rapidly multiplying and reaching out into the outlying districts, bringing
a large tributary country into close touch with the city. Many important public improvements have recently been inaugurated and Bangor
enjoys the reputation of being one of the most enterprising and progressive of New England municipalities. It is an important trade center,
being the natural metropolis of that expansive territory known as the New Northeast, and the industries of the city are numerous and important,
Bangor’s manufacturing advantages being manifold.
Bangor has always been famed for the hospitality of its citizens and it is a charming place for residence, while in the summer season

STATE STREET, BANGOR, ME.

especially it has much to attract the tourist and pleasure seeker. Located midway between Bar Harbor and Moosehead Lake, many summer
tourists tarry here and the hotels afford the best of accommodations. The great tide of sportsmen’s travel also passes through Bangor, the
famous fishing and hunting regions of Northern Maine being easily reached from here. The Bangor & Aroostook Railroad, during the open
season of 1897, transported 139 moose, 78 caribou, and 2,940 deer, a record eclipsing that of any previous year. The city itself also has
attractions to offer sportsmen in that the Bangor salmon pool affords the finest salmon fly fishing to be found within the limits of the United
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States, salmon weighing as high as thirty pounds being taken with rod and reel. In one season a Bangor lumber manufacturer brought to the
gaff and successfully landed twenty-seven salmon, aggregating in weight 500 pounds. The Bangor salmon pool, whence are taken all the salmon
caught with a fly on the Penobscot, is situated only about a mile above the city and just below the falls that span the Penobscot at the Bangor
Water Works dam. Prominent among Bangor’s attractions are its drives, and in the towns immediately contiguous to the city the scenic
attractions include mountain, lake, pond, and stream, conspicuous among them being Pushaw Lake, Phillips Lake, Eddington Pond, Holbrook’s

PICKERING SQUARE, BANGOR, ME.

Pond, Orrington Pond, Hermon Pond, Black Cap Mountain, Swett Mountain, and Saunders Mountain, while the city itself has its Lover’s Leap
and the Highlands. Among the near-by resorts is the elegant club-house recently completed on the shores of Pushaw Lake by the Niben Club,
a social organization comprising several hundred citizens, the club-house being distant seven and one-half miles from the city and accessible
either by carriage road or over a bicycle path, the club having transformed the road-bed of the historic Veazie Railroad into a superb bicycle
path, the finest in Maine and one of the best in the country.
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ELLSWORTH.
Ellsworth, the shire town of Hancock County and the only city in the county, was settled in 1763. The year before, a small party from
New Hampshire and the Saco River Valley, exploring along the coast of Maine, sailed up Union River Bay. Charmed with the spot, they
returned the following year, sailed up Union River two miles, and established the settlement of New Bowdoin, now Ellsworth. The country
was then a dense forest, but the river abounded with fish, the forests with game—attractions which still lure many visitors to the vicinity of
Ellsworth. In 1800 the settlement was incorporated as a town and the name changed to Ellsworth; in 1869 it became a city. The population
is now something over 5,000. The city formerly carried on extensive lumbering business, but with the depletion of the forests this has gradu
ally decreased to modest proportions, and in place of it have sprung up factories and shops of various kinds, so that Ellsworth has kept pace
with other cities of Maine industrially. The wealth of Ellsworth’s hardwood forests is destined soon to become an important factor in the
industrial development of the city. The city has good water power and shipping facilities by land or water. Ellsworth is on the Mt. Desert
Branch of the Maine Central Railroad, thirty miles from Bangor and twenty-three miles from Bar Harbor. It has good schools, a public library,
six churches, good hotels, fine water service, and efficient fire department. It is a city of culture and refinement and is noted for its distinguished
men. It is the home of the senior United States Senator from Maine, Eugene Hale, of two judges of the Supreme Court, L. A. Emery and A.
P. Wiswell, and is the birthplace of the Chief Justice of the Supreme Court, John A. Peters. The city is one of the healthiest in the State,
being built on either side of Union River, the land sloping gradually to the river, forming a natural drainage.

DOVER AND FOXCROFT.
Nestling on either side of Piscataquis River lie the beautiful and enterprising villages of Dover and Foxcroft at the junction of the Bangor
& Aroostook and Maine Central Railroads, thirty miles northerly of Newport and about fifty miles by rail from Bangor. Both are busy places
and day by day the whir of machinery salutes the ear. Within the village precincts are two woolen factories, one lumber mill, two grist mills,
two planing mills, two furniture factories, a piano factory, a spool factory, and a mill for manufacturing veneering, besides other minor industries.
The streets are wide and well kept, shaded in summer by long lines of rock maples, the most beautiful forest tree of New England. 1 wo firstclass hotels, the Blethen House in Dover and the Exchange in Foxcroft, invite the wayfarer and stranger to comfortable quarters and enjoyable
entertainment. There are other hotel accommodations for man and beast as may be desired. The roads leading into the outlying rural neigh
borhoods are excellent, affording many pleasant drives especially in the summer and autumnal season. These villages are supplied with electric
lights, telegraph and telephone connections with outside cities and places. The water company furnishes an abundant supply of water for all
practical uses. Six church edifices, representing as many denominations of Christians, attest the religious character of the population. The
visitor and stranger cannot fail to observe the palatial private residences in different parts of the towns, with neat and tastily laid out lawns,
embowered in shade trees. Central Hall in Dover and the Opera House in Foxcroft offer fine places for amusements and fashionable assem
blies. Dover, being the county seat of Piscataquis County, is provided with an elegant court-house near the village center, built a few years
ago from the original structure at considerable cost to the tax-payers, but no complaint has ever been made.
The streams and brooks in the vicinity are numerous, finely stocked with trout and pickerel, and are much resorted to by the angler and
sportsman with marked success in scooping in the finny tribe. Each year a large number of deer fall before the unerring aim of the hunter's
rifle within the radius of a few miles of the village center. Moose are often seen in close proximity. Along the northern border of Foxcroft
stretches the body or main part of Sebec Lake, a most beautiful expanse of pure blue water enclosed on its two or three sides with the primeval
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forest. When free from ice the keels of seven
steamers ply back and forth upon its surface.
A ride of four miles over a good road takes the
tourist or sportsman to Greeley’s Landing on the
south shore, whence boats take him to the most
desirable fishing grounds or other points of
interest. The spring fishing for landlocked sal
mon is excellent. The lake abounds in pickerel
and black bass, all making good fishing during
the entire season. Packard’s Hotel at the head
of the lake is all that can be desired as a place
of rest and recuperation for the health seeker
and overworked denizen of the city or town.
Numerous fine cottages look out upon the pellu
cid lake waters from clusters of treesand thickets
at various points along the shores. Directly
north from the margin of the lake stretches away
to the St. Francis River and the high lands sepa
rating Maine from Canada an unbroken forest,
a region traversed by mountain ridges, great
rivers, and wild, rushing streams interspersed
with hundreds of sylvan lakes, the haunt and
home of the big game and fish for which northern
Maine is famous. Into this great natural game
and fish preserve the easiest and most accessible

approach is through the gateway afforded by Dover and Foxcroft and Sebec Lake.

SANGERVILLE.
Sangerville is beautifully situated in the valley of the Piscataquis River. The village is built mostly on three hills overlooking the river,
and the location is both picturesque and healthful. One of the Sangerville views if once seen would never be forgotten. We allude to the view
from the summit of Douty Hill, near the village. One rarely sees more variety of natural beauty at a glance than can be taken in from this
point. Such combinations of mountain and valley, meadow and woodland, lakes and rivers stretching out like beautiful ribbons, unite to make
the sight inspiring to the lover of nature. One of the prettiest sheets of water in the county is found in Sangerville. This is Center Pond,
about four miles from the village. There are beautiful beaches, shores fringed with trees, minus driftwood. Good pickerel fishing has been
enjoyed in Center Pond for a long time. Rarely does one see a better spot for cottages than can be found along the shores of Center Pond.
Another pond near the village which is worthy of praise is Parkman Pond. The village is within easy reach of other ponds where fish abound
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and hotel accommodations are excellent. One hour’s drive will take the tourist to Greeley’s Landing on Sebec Lake, where steamers can be
taken in the summer season for any point on the lake. One and a half hour’s drive will take pleasure seekers to Willimantic, where the best of
salmon fishing is found. Train accommodations are good and good teams are to be had at reasonable rates for drives into the country. Sangerville is a progressive but quiet town. While there are three woolen mills, together employing not far from 225 hands, there is an air of quiet
prevailing which is not unwelcome to the tourist.

GUILFORD.
As a health resort Guilford may safely challenge comparison. A case of fever, diphtheria, pneumonia, or hay fever is very rare. The
longevity is remarkable. Taking the figures for six years past, nearly one-half of the deaths have been at ages over 60 and twelve per cent.
over 80; several were over 90; one in the 97th and one in the 100th year; while where the mortality is usually greatest, viz., among children, it
is extremely low; among the 350 in the village aged below 21 years occurs only twenty per cent. of the whole number of deaths. One Sundayschool of 100 members has not had a death in seven years. Such a record is reliable proof of the natural and prescribed sanitary conditions of
the town. Although long settled and cleared, it is in a region of fir, spruce, and cedar trees, which bear their notable healthful effects. Guilford
is situated a little south and west of the center of the Pine Tree State, on the Bangor & Aroostook Railroad. In the season of summer travel
take a 9 a. M. train in Boston (m. in Portland) and you arrive at 4 p. m. The drives on good roads up and down the Piscataquis Valley or back
among the hills are charming. Good liveries at low prices. Canoes and boats on the river. The Turner House is a large, well-kept hotel,
noted for its liberal cuisine. Several deer were killed in this town last season. For a short stay or longer, Guilford is an orderly town and
desirable to reside in for many reasons. It is wide-awake and tries to be up to date in all privileges. Though incorporated in the first part of
the century, the present village is but about fifteen years old, it having doubled its buildings and people in that time. Within seven years there
have been built a fine school building at a cost of $12,000, an elegant church at the same expense, and a well-equipped lumber mill having a
capacity of 40,000 feet per day. The Piscataquis Woolen Co. in that time has multiplied by three its facilities for making men’s suitings, having
now a mill with capacity for eighteen sets. On the opposite side of the river there is a large water power, unused, where a woolen mill was
burned. The dam is complete and the water-wheel in place ready to hitch machinery to, a valuable opening for manufacturers. The trade
business of the town is practically on a cash basis and failures are unknown. The bank represents home capital mostly and makes a favorable
yearly report. This lively town should not be slighted by tourist, health-seeker, the hunter of game or business. Rev. R. H. Aldrich, who has
been identified with the town in a pastorate of nine years, will cheerfully answer any correspondence concerning the town.

HOULTON.
What is now the city of Houlton was originally the New Salem Academy grant, given by the Massachusetts Legislature in 1799. This was
purchased by ten men, three of whom, Aaron Putnam, Joseph Putnam, and Joseph Houlton, settled here and thus became the founders. From
Joseph Houlton the town was named. When we consider that these people gave up their homes in Massachusetts and, coming to Old Town,
struck off into the wilderness for over one hundred miles, with not a road or line to guide them, it is not to be wondered at that their descend
ants have proved courageous and industrious. Houlton was for many years a military post, owing to the Maine and New Brunswick boundary
troubles, and the building of the military road, completed to Houlton in 1832, was their first direct connection with the outside world. Houlton
was incorporated as a town in 1831, and to-day it has a population of 5,000 and a valuation of about $3,500,000. It is also one of the most
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beautiful of New England towns, and is rapidly increasing in population and value. Its well-kept streets and freshly-painted houses are pleasing
to the eye, and its blocks of stores, well lighted and roomy, are an indication of the thrift of the people. Houlton has excellent water works,
two electric light plants, and a good sewerage system. The most imposing building in town is the Ricker Classical Institute, and it is one of
the best institutions of learning in the State. Built of brick, it cost $30,000, and the endowment fund of $40,000 at once put it on a sound
financial standing. It has given an impetus to education which is appreciated by the residents in and about Houlton, for they are a people who
are quick to seize every opportunity for advancement. There are several other schools, so that the children are started in the right way of
learning and can get a practical schooling in their own town by the time they are ready to enter the domestic and business affairs of life. That
they are church-going people is attested by the eight churches, all large and inviting. Two national and one savings bank look after their
finances, and like all towns of wide-awake people, it has its full quota of charitable and benevolent societies. The loan and building association
is doing a large business and a good work in aiding Houlton to present an appearance of prosperity. Fair View, Houlton, is a charming suburb,
composed of a tract of land of about fifty acres, situated on a fine elevation, which insures perfect drainage. Lots have been laid out, streets
and sidewalks built, and a pumping station for supplying the village with pure water from a never-failing spring. Everything is managed with
great care, and the handsome shade trees and the beautiful stream of water flowing through the village make it a most delightful place for
residence. A few miles out of the city is Houlton’s summer picnic place, where, amid the soft-singing pines, the cool waters of Nickerson Lake
spread their mirrored surface invitingly cool and refreshing. ’ Tis a most delightful place for day outings, and a boon to those who enjoy
nature in her quiet moods.

FORT FAIRFIELD.
Fort Fairfield, one of the four principal towns of Aroostook County and one of the most northeasterly towns in the United States, is pictur
esquely situated upon the New Brunswick frontier, on the Aroostook River only a few miles from its confluence with the St. John. From
Fitzhubert Hill, half a mile east of the boundary line, the view westward over the town of Fort Fairfield and the valley of the beautifully
winding Aroostook is magnificent beyond ordinary powers of description, and is pronounced by some good judges to be the finest view in
northern Maine except perhaps from a mountain summit or in the region of Fort Kent. Many picturesque views are obtained from several of
the high hills of Fort Fairfield, Mars Hill and other mountains being visible from several points. Mount Katahdin itself can easily be seen in a
clear day from Higgins Hill. Fort Fairfield village itself hugs closely the river, and consists mainly of one street nearly a mile and a quarter
long. Many beautiful drives are found in the vicinity of Fort Fairfield, one of the prettiest being that to the Aroostook Falls, five miles further
down the river, where, in the course of less than three-fourths of a mile, the water falls seventy-five feet, the principal single fall being ten feet.
On the north side of the river are found two pretty burying-grounds, Houghton Cemetery on Riverside Avenue, west, and Riverside Cemetery
on Riverside Avenue, east. Stevensville, one and one-half miles up the river from the village of Fort Fairfield, is a busy and flourishing hamlet
of some 300 souls. Here are situated the mills of the Stevens Lumber Company, with one exception the largest in northern Maine, also the
plant, quite recently formed but large, well operated, and profitable, of the Stevens Electric Company, which furnishes lights for Stevensville,
Fort Fairfield, and the buildings at the boundary line. In point of historic interest no town of northern Maine is superior to Fort Fairfield.
The old fort—whence the place derives its name—was built in the time of the boundary troubles of 1837-38, commonly known as the “blood
less Aroostook War.” It was located on a precipitous bluff, overlooking the Aroostook, and was for some time occupied by United States
troops. It was named for Hon. John Fairfield, then governor of Maine. Gen. Winfield Scott, commander-in-chief of the United States Army,
visited this fort in person during the disturbances. At the present day all that remains of this relic of Fort Fairfield's “military glory” is the
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embankment and the old tenement house once occupied by the army officers quartered there, the residence of Dr. D. J. Bell being upon the site
of the old fort. Fort Fairfield has an area of seventy-two square miles and claims to have more acres of excellent agricultural land than any
other town in New England. In 1890 Mr. P. H. Reed of this town won one of the American Agriculturist prizes and one of the Mapes Fertilizer
Company’s prizes for the best yield of potatoes grown upon one acre of ground anywhere in the United States, with a yield of over 745 bushels,
realizing about $600 from that one acre in prizes and sales. The A. H. Weeks farm has had as many as 225 acres of potatoes upon it in one
season, and as many as 100 acres in a single field. Hopkins Brothers’ farm, only thirteen years old, contains about 300 acres, nearly all of
which is under superior cultivation. Fort Fairfield is well supplied with churches, and has more good school-houses than any other town north
of the Maine cities. Two railroads—the Canadian Pacific and the Bangor & Aroostook—run into the town. The Fort Fairfield Trotting Park
is naturally the finest in Aroostook. There are three post-offices—Fort Fairfield, Robie, and Maplegrove. The village’s water supply is the
finest known, being from a pure and living spring just across the line in New Brunswick. Altogether, Fort Fairfield enjoys advantages of a
social, material, and scenic nature which give it excellent rank as one of the fortunate towns of the Pine Tree State.

CARIBOU.
The future city of the “New Northeast” is Caribou, now the most populous town in Aroostook County, and the centre of the finest fishing
and hunting grounds. With its seventy-two square miles of fertile soil it is one of the richest farming towns in the whole State. It is the present
northern terminus of the Bangor & Aroostook R. R.; is a principal station on the Aroostook branch of the Canadian Pacific R. R., and is the
terminus of the Aroostook Northern Railway, just completed to Limestone. The situation is such as to make Caribou the natural trade centre
of one of the largest and most productive agricultural sections of New England, which section includes the towns of Woodland, Perham, New
Sweden, Washburn, Limestone, and Connor Plantation, all fine farming towns, settled by wide-awake, progressive farmers. The new wagon road
to Fort Kent, via the beautiful Madawaska Lake country, is the natural outlet for a large section, which must soon be opened to settlement, with
Caribou as its nearest market and shipping point. Being surrounded, as it is, by such a splendid agricultural country, giving it solid worth, and
possessing, as it does, one of the best water powers in Maine, Caribou offers grand opportunities for the investment of capital. About twenty-five
years after Presque Isle and Fort Fairfield had been settled, the virgin forests of Caribou were invaded and the beginning made for their conver
sion into smiling fields of prosperity. About 1829, Caribou’s first citizen, Alexander Cochran, hailing from New Brunswick, made his way to the
Caribou stream, where he cleared a farm and erected a grist mill for the grinding of buckwheat. A great curiosity was this mill, for it was
entirely constructed of the materials Mr. Cochran found at hand, the mill stones being roughly made from two bowlders which he selected from
those lying on the shore of the river. From this time on the settlement of the town was gradual, with the usual incidents befalling a new town.
The Plantation of “Letter H,” now Caribou, was organized on the 24th day of April, 1848, and the first plantation meeting was held on that
date, in the barn of Winslow Hall. Ivory Hardison was chosen moderator; Harvey Ormsby, clerk; Samuel W. Collins, Winslow Hall, and John
Bubar, assessors; Harvey Ormsby, David F. Adams, and Joseph B. Hall, superintending school committee; and Ivory Hardison, Washington
A. Vaughan, and William Bubar, were chosen a committee to divide the plantation into school districts. At this meeting thirty-four votes were
cast. All the lumber cut in those days was pine, hewn square for the St. John market. Presque Isle was the nearest postoffice, where the mail
came once a week, and the settlers took turns going after the mail every Friday. The first school-house was built in 1851, by private subscription,
on land belonging to Winslow Hall, though schools had been kept either in a private house, a barn, or a camp, as the case might be, from the
summer of 1844. Township letter H became the town of Lyndon by incorporation on April 5, 1859, and in i860 had a population of 297 ;
valuation, $26,664. Then came the dark cloud of war, and in response to the call for troops more than half of the able-bodied men of Lyndon
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marched to the “front,' many never to return. In 1869 plantations letter I and Eaton Grant were annexed to the town of Lyndon, making a
territory twelve miles long by six miles wide, with a population of 1,410 in 1870, and a valuation of $155,702. The first newspaper ever
published in Lyndon, the North Star, issued its first number January 3, 1872, W. T. Sleeper, editor and publisher.
At the end of a year
James Nutting purchased the paper, retaining Mr. Sleeper as editor until 1874, when the whole plant was removed to Presque Isle. Though
visible in Lyndon but a short time, the North Star twinkled to some purpose, and “helped materially in agitating the question of building a
‘narrow gauge,’ and in urging the people of Lyndon to press forward and complete the work.” The talk and dream and hope of the people of
this section from its earliest settlement, had been for railroad communication with the “outside,” but no success crowned their efforts, though
charters had been obtained and inducements held out to capitalists, until 1876, when the Aroostook Railroad was built and leased to the New
Brunswick Railroad. 1'he building of this narrow gauge road was attended by many difficulties, for the people of Fort Fairfield strenuously
opposed its going to Lyndon, and the rails at that point were repeatedly torn up and the contractors otherwise annoyed; but finally this
opposition ceased, the railroad was completed into Lyndon and an era of peace and great prosperity began for both towns and the surrounding
country. When the Aroostook Railroad surrendered to the New Brunswick Railroad, the traffic had grown beyond the power of the narrow
guage to handle, and the latter company rebuilt on a broad gauge and extended the road to Presque Isle. Later this company was absorbed by
the Candian Pacific R. R., which latter company erected a new station and freight house at Caribou. It was a long way around to Bangor, but
to this road Caribou owes much for her present growth and worth. In 1877 the name of the town of Lyndon was changed to Caribou by act of
the legislature. In 1880 the population had increased to 2,756, and the valuation to $337,388. During the next ten years Caribou’s growth
was marvelous. Her population increased to 4,089, and the valuation more than doubled, being in 1890, $780,439. December 17, 1894, the
first train of the B. & A. R. R. pulled into the depot, and regular train service was commenced January 1, 1895, so that at the present Caribou
has twelve or fifteen trains per day. One of the finest water powers in the State is here at Caribou, and is as yet unused, except by the water
and electric light plant. A railroad on each side of the river near the dam ; plenty of room for factories and none there ! The reason heretofore
has been the lack of easy and quick transportation to market. Now that is arranged for it would seem as if the immense power now being
allowed to go unharnessed would soon be put to some practical use, and made to expend its force in advancing the prosperity of the town, and
no doubt it will. A fish-hatching station is located at Caribou, from which all of our northern waters are supplied with trout and salmon.
Caribou, with its young, enterprising business men, beautiful scenery, grand surrounding country, salubrious climate, fine hotels, and genial,
wide-awake citizens, is bound to grow, and offers great advantages to the young man just starting in business; for soon, of the beautiful
Aroostook Valley, Caribou will be the queen and the metropolis of this, “The New Northeast.”

PRESQUE ISLE.
Presque Isle is a city of about 3,500 inhabitants, and the opening of the Bangor & Aroostook Railroad to that place gave it a
tremendous impetus in business. Incorporated as a town in 1859, a steady though somewhat slow growth set in, but the call for troops in the
War of the Rebellion was quite a severe setback at the early stage of development. The great fire of 1886, which destroyed the business
portion of the village, suggested the idea of more adequate protection against so relentless a foe, and in 1887 the Presque Isle Water Company
was formed, with George H. Freeman, M.D., as president and superintendent. The water is taken from Kennedy Brook, which drains a water
shed of twenty-eight square miles. The brook is fed by springs and the water is as pure and clear as nature can make it. The elevation of the
reservoir is one hundred feet above Main street, giving a pressure of forty pounds. The reservoir has a capacity of 35,000,000 gallons, but to
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provide for all contingencies there is also a pumping station equipped with a steam pump with a capacity sufficient for all purposes, present and
prospective. Presque Isle has a first-class electric light plant. The Edison incandescent system is used and gives excellent satisfaction. The
town has a fine public school building of colonial style of architecture, and cost about $21,000; it has eight school-rooms, six study-rooms, two
recitation-rooms, separate play-rooms for the boys and girls in the basement; the windows are so arranged that the light falls on the left-hand
side of the desk in all the rooms; it employs eight teachers besides the principal; it is heated throughout with steam and has the very best
ventilation. Then there are two fine hotels, six handsome church buildings in the village, and each society owns its building. Presque Isle has
one national bank and the Merchants Trust and Banking Company. It has fine building blocks, handsome stores, and an industrious, energetic
population. That Presque Isle will always remain the centre of trade and shipment for a large territory, no one doubts.

LUBEC.
If one should travel from the Golden Gate until he came to the most easterly town in this great country, he would find few more picturesque
villages than his last day’s journey would bring him to. Situated at the outlet of the lovely St. Croix, commanding an unsurpassed view of noble
Passamaquoddy Bay, within almost a stone’s throw of Campobello, the famous English summer resort, lies the beautiful village of Lubec. It
would be difficult to find along the whole coast of Maine a place more ideally suited for a summer resort. Beautiful scenery, pure and whole
some air, boating, hunting, and fishing in abundance, fine beaches and excellent hotels are all to be found here. Only three miles across the
bay and in plain view is Eastport, to reach which by land one must ride forty miles, so many are the arms of the bay which must be circled. A
steam ferry, running every half-hour, connects the two places. Lubec Narrows furnishes a direct channel for vessels bound up or down the St.
Croix. The tide here has a range of eighteen feet between high and low water. The harbor is deep enough for the largest vessel and is almost
wholly landlocked. The large ocean boats of the International Steamship Company make daily calls here on their trips between Boston and
St. John. Daily connection with Calais and St. Stephen is furnished by three steamboats, and the most delightful country roads lead to every
part of Washington County. The town is rapidly increasing in population and wealth. The principal industry is the packing of sardines and
smoked herring. Lubec business houses control the herring trade throughout the country. There are above twenty large sardine factories in
town. During the summer months the employes in these factories earn very handsome wages, ordinary workmen making from $20 to $45 per
week. Lubec boasts of the finest high school building in Washington County, erected last year at a cost of $8,000. Adjoining this is a
commodious new town hall. Within the town limits are sixteen church buildings, many of them new ones. The town has advanced along
educational lines rapidly, sending many students to our different colleges. Already Lubec is becoming famous as a summer resort. At North
Lubec is the Nematino, a handsome and commodious new summer hotel with accommodations for 250 guests. Each season sees an increasing
number of summer visitors, and those who once come are sure to return the next season. Among the other hotels the Hillside and the
Merchants have the largest patronage. The former is situated on a hill directly above the wharves and commanding an excellent view of the
bay and the surrounding country; the table service is of the best and there is an excellent livery connected. The Merchants Hotel is a large,
new building, furnished with all the modern improvements and also has excellent stable service. The American House also comes in for a
good share of patronage. Few more pleasant or picturesque spots in which to spend a pleasant summer could be found than here. The people
are noted for their generous hospitality and visitors always receive a hearty welcome. All in all, Lubec is one of the most beautiful and flour
ishing towns in the grand old Pine Tree State.
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CAMPOBELLO ISLAND, N. B.
There is probably no more picturesque region on the whole Atlantic Coast than Passamaquoddy Bay, through which the boundary line runs
that separates the United States from the Province of New Brunswick. As the tourist approaches the easternmost point of the United States,
and rounds West Quoddy Light, there is revealed a scene of rare beauty. To the left is the quaint little town of Lubec, perched upon an abrupt
hill, on the summit of which is a pretty church, and further on the town of Eastport, and as far as the eye can reach, away into Acadia, the land
of the Evangeline, stretch the waters of the bay. Its surface is thickly dotted with islands, which stand out in bold relief, with rock-bound
shores and in verdure clad. The most conspicuous of these is the Island of Campobello, which separates the Passamaquoddy from the Bay
of Fundy, stretching along ten miles, the eastern side rugged and wild with its giant cliffs, while the western shores are studded with pretty
beaches, to which slope long stretches of grassy fields and fertile farms. The interior is densely wooded and abounds in lofty hills, and is trav
ersed by well-shaded and ever-winding, grassy roads. For many years, the coast of Maine has been sought out as the Mecca of summer life,
and all along its shores may be found towns and villages made up almost entirely of summer cottages. Until within a few years, Mount Desert
was “the end of the world,” and few travelers penetrated into the realms beyond. But with the growth of the country and the advent of new
lines of communication, new points of interest have been discovered, and the explorer of later days has pushed on to the eastward and has
found Campobello. No one who has not enjoyed a visit there can know of its many charms. A few years ago it was purchased by a syndicate
of capitalists, who have introduced it to the world, believing that it had the attributes to make it one of the most famous summer resorts in the
country. In this they were not mistaken, and Campobello is rapidly taking the place projected by its owners. Campobello Island, two miles
from Eastport, is ten miles long and from two to three miles wide, and has a circumference of some twenty-five miles. There are at least fifty
miles of road on the island, besides many bridal paths and intricate trails leading out onto stupendous cliffs. The Ty’n-y-Coed Hotel is situated
on a bluff, eighty feet above the level of the sea, near the water’s edge. It is sumptuous in all its appointments, being provided with all the
modern improvements and a never-failing supply of pure spring water. There are open fire-places on every hand, and a large number of small
parlors, affording ample opportunity for quiet and rest. The views to the westward from its spacious piazzas, overlooking Passamaquoddy Bay
and the St. Croix and Denny Rivers, are superb, and the sunsets as seen from this point can never be forgotten. Victims of hay fever will find
this climate without a parallel, as many of the guests will be glad to testify, when all other places have failed. The house is kept open late in
September to accommodate this class of patrons. For plans and further particulars, address the proprietor, John A. Sherlock, until June 25th,
The Berkeley, Boston, Mass.; after June 25th, address all communications to The Ty’n-y-Coed, Eastport, Maine. Campobello may be reached
by the steamers of the International Steamship Company, leaving Commercial Wharf, Boston, Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays, at 8.45 a. m.,
or Portland at 6.00 p. m. the same day. The 12.30 and 1.00 p. m. trains from the Union Station in Boston connect with the steamers at Port
land—tickets may be purchased and baggage checked through by either of these routes. By rail, take Pullman train from Union Station for
St. Andrews, at 8.00 a. m. or 7.00 p. m., thence by steamer via Eastport or to Campobello direct. The Pennsylvania & Reading Railroads sell
through tickets to Campobello. .From New York through tickets may be bought of Raymond & Whitcomb, 31 East 14th Street.
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